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To the Right Honourable 
CHARLE'S, 
EARL of Middleſex. 


MY LORD, 


Am ſufficiently ſenſible of my 
oon Arrogance, in that being 
Ex almoſt a Stranger to every 

thing of You but your Fame, I durſt 
obtrude fo abject a Trifle as this, under 
the Patronage of ſo eminent a Perſon ; 
but that generous Candour, wherewith 
You oblige all the World, gave me Cou- 
rage to hope You might at leaſt pardon 
this firſt Offence in me. And though, 


perhaps, the beſt Preſents of this nature 


may not be more than ordinary grate- 
ful; yet I have here my Wiſhes, if the 
Sincerity of my Zeal may atone for the 
Meanneſs of the Offering: That is the 
fartheſt Proſpect I take, which, whilſt I 


have in view, I dare not (though, per- 


haps, as juſtly as ſome others have done 
1 might) complain of the Cenſures of 
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5 World; for — I've lewd that 


Your Lordſhip prov'd indulgent, I were 
unworthy of the Favours You beſtow'd, 
ſhould I be concern'd at the Malice or 
Petulancy of thoſe, who (alas!) will 
needs thinks it Modiſh to be Critical, 
but in the mean while forget 'tis as 1 * 


teel to be Civil. No, my Lord, tis 
under Vour Umbrage only I would . 
Protection, to whom Heaven has given 


a Soul whoſe Endowments are as much 
above Flattery, as itſelf abhors it; and 
which are as impoſſible to be deſcribed, 
as I am unable to comprehend them. 
But as pooreſt Pilgrims, when they viſit 
Shrines, will make ſome Preſents where 
they kneel: So I have here brought mine, 
by your own Goodneſs only made wor- 
thy to be preſerv'd; in whoſe Defence 
] can ſay nothing more, than that with 
it all my beſt Endeavours are, and ever 
ſhall be ready to teſtify how much I am, 
My Lord, 


.7 be moſt earneſt of Your 
Ser vans and Admirers, 


uo. OTWAY, 


þ 


PROL VOGUE 


Spoken by Mr. Harris. 


by 


Ever did Rhymer greater Hazard run, 
' Monzft us by your Severity undone : 
Though wwe, alas ! to oblige ye have done mal, 


And bought ye Pleaſures at your own ſad coſt: 
Yet all our beſt Endeawours have been jt. 

So oft a States-man {ab"ring ts be good, 

His Honefly's for Tree fon underſtood : 

Whilf fome falſe flattering Minion of the Court, 
Shall play the Traitor, and be bonour' d fat. 
To you known Judges of what's Senſe and Wit, 

Our Author fecears he gladly will ſubmit : 
But there's a fort of things infeft the Pit, 

That will be witty, ſpite of Nature too, 

And to be thought fp, haunt and peter you. 

Hither ſometimes thoſe Wauld-be Wits repair, 

In queſt of you ; where if vau not eppear, 
Cries one Pugh Damn me what ds we ay here? 
Straight up he flarts, his Garniture then futs 
In order, fo he cocks, and out he ftruts, 

To th' Coffee- Houſe, where he about him looks + 
Spies Friend, cries Jack -I we been to-night at th Dukes: 
The filly Rogues are all undene, my Dear, 

Igad ! not one of Senſe that I jaw there. 

Thus to himſelf he'd Reputation gather 

Of Wit, and good Acquaintance, but has neither. 
Wit has indeed a Stranger been of late, 

"Mong jt its Pretenders noug hit fo ſtrange as that. 
Both Houſes too too long a Faſt have known, 
That coarſeft Nonſenſe goes moſt glibly down. 
Thus though this Trifler never wrote before, 


Tet faith he wentur'd on the common Score: 


Since Nonſenſe is fo generally allow'd, 
He hopes that his may paſs among ſt the Croud. 
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Dramatis Perſons. | 


M EN. 


Is. 
=. General of 4:hexs, but fled 
thence in diſcontent, and made Gene- Þ Mr. Betterton. 
ral of Sparta, betrothed to Timanara. 
Tiſ/apherues, the old General of Sparta. Mr. Sandford. 
Patroclus, his Son, and Friend to A. 
Mr . Cr o/by. 
cibiades. Ge 1 
Fheramnes the now bene nera . 
in love with Timandra. Mr. Harris. 
Pol ndas, a oung Noble of Athens 3 
15 F bd Mr. Gi 


WOMEN, 


Deidamia, Queen of Sparta in love | 
with * F wie ; * Mrs. Mary Lee. 
Timandra, a noble Athenian . 
betrothed - 1 Mn. Betterton, 
Draxilla, Siſter to Alcibiades, and 
her Friend. Mrs. Barry. 
Ardella, Lady of Honour to the Queen 5 Mrs. Gilhnv 
of Sparta. | g 


Prieſts and Prieſteſſes of Hymer, Spirits, Guards, Meſ- 
ſengers, Villans, Lad es, Oc. 


Mr. Meaburn- 
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ii. en 
SCENE, A Palace. 


Euter Timandra and Draxilla. 
Shouts without, Theramnes ! Theramnes ! Theramnes ! 
} Enter a Servant. 


T1iMANDRA. 
HAT mean theſe Shouts ? 
\ 1 Serv.——Oh all your Hopes are croſt, 
5 W The gallant Alcibiades is loſt. 
rn. Hah !— 
Serv. When laſt Night the Youth of Athens late 
Roſe up the Orgia to celebrate, 
The Bacchanals, all hot and drunk with Wine, 
He led to the Almighty Thund'rer's Shrine; 
And there his Image ſeated on a Throne, 
They violently took and tumbled down : 
This Opportunity Theramnes got 
To ſupplant him, and his own Ends promote 5 
For by the Senate he was doom'd to bleed, 
And that his Rival ſhould in all ſucceed ; 
But he, the threatning Danger to evade, 
Is to the Spartan Camp for Refuge fled: 
And now, by Order from the Senate, all 


With Shouts proclaim Theramnes General. 
A 5 Tim. 


A. a 


His rifled Honours heap'd an's Enemy ; 
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Tim. But is he fled? Has he ſo meanly done, 
To leave me to be wretched here alone? 
Is this thy plighted Faith, is this thy Truth! 
Oh too unkind, falſe, and unconſtant Youth ! [ Ex. Serv. 
Drax. Madam, believe not but my Brother's juſt, 
You wrong his Honour by this mean Diſtruſt; 
Think you that Diſtance can his Love rebate ? 
Tim. Thy young Experience never felt the Weight 
Of Lovers Fears; if juſt, he'll eaſily 
Excuſe that Love, that breeds this Jealouſy. [have. 
Drax. But, Madam, for theſe Doubts no grounds you 
Tim. Alas! go aſk of Madmen why they rave. 
What more could Fate do to augment my Woe? 
I love, am mad, and know not what I do. 
I, who before had nothing in my Eyes 
But Glory and Love growing to Delight ; 
Like Chymiſts waiting for their Labours Prize, 
My Hopes are daſh'd and ruin'd in their height. } 
Drax. Alas, we but with weak Intelligence 
Read Heaven's Decrees; th'are writ in Myſtick Senſe : | 
For were they open laid to mortal Eyes, 
Men would be Gods, or they no Deities. f 
Perhaps the wiſer Powers thought fit this way 
To give your growing Happineſs allay, | 
Leſt ſhould it in its high Perfection come, 
Your Soul for the Reception might want room. 
Tim. Thy Reaſons, kind Draxilla, weakly move: 


What Woman e'er complain'd of too much Love? | 

No, had I naked to the World been left, l 

Of Honour, and its gaudy Plumes bereft, | 

Yet all theſe I with Gladneſs could reſign, 

do Alcibrades had ſtill been mine; 

But he remov'd, what can they give alone? 

W hat is the Caſket when the Jewel's gone? 
Drax. Madam, if he be gone, tis to obtain 

A nobler Luſtre, and return again: 

Think you his great Soul could with Patience ſee 


And 
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And not his Rage have grown to that exceſs, 

As muſt have ruin'd all your Happineſs ? 

But he withdrew, and like a zealous Hermit did forego 
Thofe little Toys, to gain a Heav'n in you. 

Tim. That Zeal muſt needs be very weak and faint, 

That lets the Votary forſake his Saint : 

No, he is happy in ſome other Flame; 

And from his Breaſt has blotted out my Name: 
So that there nothing more remains for me, 

But a kind Death, or a long Miſery. 

But Death alone's the unhappy Lover's Eaſe, 
That ſeals up to us an eternal Peace ; 

By that our Souls to endleſs Pleaſures move, 
And we enjoy an everlaſting Love. 

Yet e'er I die, as die I feel I muſt, 

To Alcibiades J would be juſt, 

Fain would I let him know how I reſign 

All in him, that his paſt Vows had made mine : 
Then to its Seat in Peace my Soul ſhould fly, 
And calmly at my Lover's Feet I'd die. 

Draxilla, for thy Friend, what couldſt thou do? 

Drax. Madam, I could do any thing for you ; 
I know not what you'd aſk me I'd deny, 

Except that cruel thing, to ſee you die. 

Tim. Some ſafe Diſguiſes for us then provide, 
From watchful Eyes our ſudden Flight to hide; 
Hence to the Spartan Camp I'll forthwith move, 
Borne on the Wings of Jealouſy and Love; 

For I'm reſolv'd to know the worſt of Fate; 
I wou'd be bleſt; can be unfortunate; 

Since 'tis the only thing of Heav'n I crave, 
To meet a faithful Lover, or.a Grave. 


Theramnes at the Door. 


Ther. — Stay, kind Polindus, here 
WhilſtI gopay my juſt Devotion there: [Stepping t Tim. 
See, faireſt Queen of Love and Beauty, here 


Your faithfulleſt and hemblet Worſlipy os 
A 
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Who comes to offer up a Sacrifice, 
To thoſe Eternal Glories of your Eyes: 
It is a Heart as ſpotleſs and ſincere, 
As the chaſte Vows of holy Veſtals are; 
Accept, Divine one, and pronounce my Doom. 
Tim. Are you, my Lord, to mock my Sorrows come? 
Ther. No, (guided by my Love) I humbly came 
To pay my Diity, and preſent my Flame. 
Tim. What Flame or Duty can you owe to me? 
Ther. Next what the Holy to the Deity, 
When they for Bleſſings at the Altars move; 
"Tis Adoration, Madam, join'd with Love. 
Tim. Love! I thought that had been e'er this o'erblown; 
I'm ſure it had ſmall Hopes to live upon. 
Ther. That Love, which only tedious Hopes ſuſtain, 
Is a dull, eaſy, and ignoble Pain: 
Mine's an enlivening and tranſporting Fi ire, 
W hoſe Flames increaſe, and ſtill are piercing higher. 
Tim. Yes, as from Piles ſome wilder Flames eſſay 
To mount, but baffled, part in Fumes away : 
So all that Love, you now ſo ſtrongly boaſt, 
Sever'd from Hope in a weak Vapour's loſt; 
But you too urgent in your Suit appear. 
Ther. Oh what's too urgent for a Joy ſo dear! 
Tim. Since then you Conſtancy ſo firmly vow, 
Worthy Theramnes, here I do ſo too. { Gives her Hand. 
Ther. Thus, when the Storms of Love are overpaſt, 
We gain the wiſh'd-for Port of Bliſs at laſt. 
I n&er could doubt [ Kifts ber Hand. 
' Tim. — Then know I ne'er can ceaſe | 
From my vow'd Love to Alcibiades. 
Ther. I'm loſt, and all thoſe Joys I ſaw ſo near, 
Vaniſh, and leave me wand'ring in Deſpair : 
Thus, Madam, barb'rous Cruelty y'ave ſhown, 
Raiſing me up only to throw me down. 
Tim. Not to deceive you, I (Theramnes) know 
How much I am oblig'd t' your Love and You. 
INCE 
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Since you ſuch ample Kindneſs did expreſs, 
In favour of my Alcibiades ; 

How poorly did you envy the Eſteem 

I for his matchleſs Virtues had, and Him ! 
When finding him abandon'd by the State, 
You, to advance your Int'reſt, did create 


New Feuds ; 
As if my Love were balanc'd by his Fate : 


No, he had nobler Charms my Breaſt to move, 
Unblemiſh'd Honour, and a ſpotleſs Love ; 
Which though perhaps now know another Flame, 
Yet J have Love and Paſſion for their Name, 
Ther. Am I then of all hopes of Bliſs debarr'd ? 
Oh too ſoft Charms ſway'd by a Heart too hard! 
Tim. Y'are ſomething diſcompos'd, Sir, I perceive, 
And 'tis but Modeſty to take my leave. 
Ther. Oh ſtay, and pity a poor Lover's Fate 
Tim, If Pity, Sir, is all you aſk, take that. [ſcoff! 
Ther. Heav'ns, can ſhe at thoſe Chains ſhe gave me 
Tim, You at your pleaſure, Sir, may ſhake 'em off. 
[Exeunt Tim. and Drax. 
Enter Polyndus. 
Pol. How fares my nobleſt Friend ? 
Ther.——— As thoſe who are 
Tott'ring upon the Brinks of dire Deſpair ; 
Help and retrieve me with thy aſſiſting Hand, A» 
Love thruſts me forward, and I cannot ſtand. 
Pol. Then, Sir, turn back, and face your driving Foe, 
Ther. Alas! what can a fetter'd Captive do ? 
The more I ftrive, the faſter I am bound, 
As ign'rant Swimmers are with ſtruggling drown'd. 
Pol. Timandra ſurely can't in Honour leſs, 
Than crown your Love with proſperous Succeſs, 
When fhe believes (as certainly ſhe muſt) 
That Alcibiades is prov'd unjuſt, 
Ther. Alas, ſhe loves him with much greater Flame, 
And pays Devotion to his very Name: 
| Diſtance 
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Diſtance adds to their Loves a Violence; 
And their Souls hold from far Intelligence. 
Thus my miſtaking Policy out-run 
My Fate; and I'm by my own Plots undone. ; 

Pol. Why do you let your Soul be ſo oppreſt ? 
*Tis Patience beſt befits a gallant Breaſt. 
Ther.Patience ! What's that? the Miſtreſs of tame Fools, 
That can in nothing elſe employ their Souls : 
No; ſince Timandra, thou canſt diſapprove 
My juſt Flame for an abſent Rival's Love, 
T'll find that Rival out, and ſnatch his Breath, 
Though every Step I tread encounter Death. 
Pol. Now, Sir, y'are brave 
Already you've diſarm'd Timandra's Charms, 
Methinks I ſee you rev'ling in her Arms! 


Let's then o'the Wings of Love and Honour fly 


To th' Field, and meet th' infulting Enemy: 
Where through the Paths of Death and Blood we'll ge 
To meet your Rival, and his Country's Foe: 
There the remembrance of 77mandra's Charms 
Shall add freſh Courage to our conqu'ring Arms. 
But if Fate the Succeſs ſo order ſhall, 
That by your Rival's Sword you chance to fall: 
I then (as Honour juſtly will command, ) 
Inſpir'd by Friendſhip and Timandra's Name, 


Will bravely em him, and with this bold Hand 


Revenge, or fall a Victim to your Flame. 
Ther. Oh noble generous Youth ! whoſe tender Years 
Such gallant Courage and ſuch Honour wear! 
How can my Aims but in my Wiſhes end, I Embraces 
That have ſo worthy and ſo brave a Friend? J Pim. 
Come, my  Polindus —— | 
Pol. On my Friend I'll wait, 
Through all the Labyrinths of Love and Fate. [ E xennt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. The Tent of a Pavilion Royal ; the 


King and Queen of Sparta, Alcibiades, Tiſſaphernes, 
Patroclus, Guards, Ladies, &Cc. 


King. Now muſt proud Athens lay her Triumphs down, 
And pay her Glory's Tribute to my Crown; 
No more ſhall ſtupid Greece her Fetters wear, 
Nor make diſadvantageous Peace for fear; 
But ſhe herſelf muſt in Subjection come, 
And humbly at my Feet expect her Doom. 
Ti/. Yes, Sir; all Glories muſt, when yours break forth, 
Go out, and loſe their Beauty, and their Worth: 
And like falſe Angels vaniſh and be gone, 
Dreading thoſe Shapes they durſt before put on. 
Pat. Athens, the World's great Miſtreſs, will not be 
Courted with low and vulgar Gallantry. 
Her Glory aims at higher Characters, 
Than heavy Gown-men clad in formal Furrs : 
Who wins her, Deeds *bove common Fate muſt do ; 
And ſo ſhe's only Miſtreſs fit for you. 
King. Yes! andI only will enjoy her too. 
But noble generous Youth, thou haſt alone [To Alcibiades. 
Things worthy the Athenian Honour done: 
Thou like a tow'ring Eagle ſoar'dſt above 
That lower Orb in which they faintly move ; 
A Flight too high for their dull Souls to uſe, 
Which prompted em that Honour to abuſe ; 
Thinking their Baſeneſs they might palliate, 
With the dark Cloud of Policy and State. 
But let them that dark Myſtery purſue, 
By Worth and Honour Empires greateſt grow 
Which when abus'd, their Glory does ſuppreſs, 
As revers'd Proſpects make the Object leſs. 
Alc. Yours, Sir, like Heaven's great Soul, is general; 
Diſpenſing its kind influence on all. 
This makes Succeſs and Victory repair, 
To move with you as in their proper Sphere; 
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As — — Dews leave the corrupter Earth, 


Exhal'd by th' Sun from whom they had their Birth. 


King. The Truth of that we by your Laurels know, 
Conqueſt your Arms, Triumph ſtill waits your Brow ; 
By your Succeſs th' 4thenian Greatneſs roſe, 

Your Courage ſcatter'd their inſulting Foes ; 

And from that Height to which by you th'are grown, 
Tis your Succeſs alone muſt throw em down. 

Thus have we made you Gen'ral of our Force; 

And all thoſe Honours you were robb'd of there, 
We'll make our Study to redouble here. 

Tif. And I, (if that my Malice tell me true,) 

As diligently ſhall his Plagues purſue. Aide. 

Alc. Of all my Courage or my Sword ſhall do, 

I the Succeſs muſt to your Virtue owe. 
The Honour and the Juſtice of your Cauſe 
So glorious are, Fate muſt from them take Laws: 


So you o'er Athens this Advantage have, 


You Fortune rule, to whom ſhe's but a Slave. 
King. Enjoy, my Tiſſaphernes, now thy Eaſe, 

And plant freſh Laurels in the Shades of Peace. 

The Glories thou haſt won ſo num'rous are, 

They ſeem as many as thy Age can bear. 

But if thy ſpacious Soul thou canſt confine 

Within this narrow Manfion of mine 

Be this the utmoſt of thy Wiſhes Bound, 

Poſſeſs his grateful Heart, whoſe Head th'aſt crown'd. 
Ti. Heav'n knows my Age does feel no ſharper Sting, 


Than to want Pow'r to ſerve ſo good a King. 


But ſince Time tells me that my Glaſs is run, 
Setting me backward where I firſt begun; 
Since no way elſe they can their Duty ſhow, 
TIl only employ my Hands to Heav'n for you: 


And what my Sword can't, may Devotion do. 


King. How truly he a glorious Monarch is, 
That's crown'd with Bleſſings ſo ſublime as theſe ! 
How can I but in all things happy be, 


Propt by ſuch Courage and ſuch Piety ? 6 
| 0 
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To me, with Gods, Similitude is giv'n, 
"Tis Pow'r and Virtue that ſupports their Heav'n. 
Our Royal Standard to the City bear, 
T' alarm it to Obedience, or to War. 

To-morrow muſtdecideth* Athenian Fate, ) Exeunt On. 
This Day to Joy and Eaſe we'll conſecrate. \ pret. Ti. 
Tiſ. Ungrateful King! thy ſhallow Aims purſue : 

But, my briſk Upſtart Fav'rite, have at you. 

Was it for this my active Youth I ſpent 

In War? and knew no dwelling but a Tent! bs 
Have I for this through Invious Mountains paſt? 
Demoliſh'd Cities, and laid Kingdoms waſte ? 

Still in his Cauſe unweary'd Courage ſhown ? 

And almoſt hid his Head in Crowns I won ! 

Upon my Breaſt receiv'd ſo many Scars, 

They em a War deſcrib'd in Characters? 

And muſt the Harveſt of my Toil and Blood, 

Upon a fawning Rebel be beſtow'd ; 

Who having falſe to his own Country been, 

Comes here to, play his T reaſons o'er again? 

Muſt he at laſt tumble my Trophies down, 

And revel in the Glories I have won ? 

Whilſt from my Honours they me diſengage, 

With a dull Compliment to feeble Age. | 
What ails this hardy Hand, that yet it ſhou'd \_ 
Tremble at Death, or ſtart at reeking Blood? © 
Methinks this Dagger I as firmly hold, [ Draws a Dagger. 
And with a Strength as reſolute and bold, 

As he who kindly would its Point impart, 

A Preſent to an envy'd Fav'rite's Heart ; 

And I, fond Youth, will try to work thy Fall, 
Though with my own I crown thy Funeral. 

Envy and Malice from your Manſions fly, 

Reſign your Horror, and your Snakes to me ; 

For Pl act Miſchiefs yet to you unknown; 


Nay, you ſhall all be Saints when I come down. [Zit. 


ACT 
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ar. 8 CEN E I. 
SCENE, A Grove adjoining to the Spartan Cang 


Enter Timandra and Draxilla. , 


Tim. W H AT uncouth Roads afflicted Lovers paſs ' 
How ſtrange prepoſt'rous Steps their Sor- 
Oh, Alcibiades, if thou art juſt, [rows trace! 
Forgive th' Exceſs of Love that bred Diſtruſt. 
Driven by that, difguis'd I hither came, 
Yet here and ev'ry where my Grief's the ſame. 
But kind Draxilla's Friendſhip can diſpel 
The thickeſt Clouds that on ſad Boſoms dwell : 
That does alleviate my Griefs, and give 
My weary'd Soul a ſoft and kind Reprieve; 
Which ever to forget, would be as hard, 
And as impoſlible, as to reward. 
Drax. The ſerving you, my 3 ſecures, 
I'm only ſomething by my being yours; 
Since equally with yours, my Hopes were croſt, 
When in your Lover I a Brother loſt? 
Then like an Orphan, deſtitute and bare 
Of all, but Miſery and fad Deſpair, 
Your Kindneſs gave my yielding Spirits reſt, 
And rais'd me to a dwelling in your Breaſt: 
Then ought I not, in all, my Soul reſign 
To caſe her Griefs that kindly pity'd mine? 
Tim. In that I did what Honour urg'd me to. 
Drax. And Honour tells me Gratitude is due. 
Tim. But how grows Gratitude to that degree, 
To be afflicted thus, and weep for me ? 


Drax. 
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Drax. Alas! that is the leaſt that I could do; 

To our worit Enemies our Tears we owe. 

Friendſhip to ſuch a noble height ſhould riſe, 

As their Devotion does in Sacrifice, 

Who think they ſhew a Zeal remiſs and ſmall, 

Except themſelves as nobler Victims fall. 

With as great Courage could I for you die, 

And my triumphant Soul to Heav'n ſhould fly; 

There I again my Friendſhip would renew, 

And lay up chiefeſt Joys in ſtore for you. ſtake! 
Tim. What vaſtand boundleſs Flights does Friendſhip 

Beyond what Search can ſee, or Fancy track ! 

Tis the Improvement of the Part diviur, 

When Souls in their Seraphick Tranſports join; 

In Souls united, ſo we Friendſhip ſee, 

As many Glories make a Deity. 
Enter Alcibiades from the back part of the Scenes. 
Drax. Madam, yonder he comes who muſt retrieve 

Your drooping Hopes, and your faint Joys revive. 
Tim. My Alcibiades ! how I begin 

To think my miſplac'd Jealouſy did fin ! 

Go meet him, feem all troubled and in Tears, 

And with the Tale I taught thee, wound his Ears: 

Mean while I will withdraw my ſelf this way, 

Nor would my ſwelling Paſſions let me ſtay. 

[ Goes to the dooy. 

Alc. What airy Viſions o'er my Eyes there move, 

Like the good Genius of an abſent Love ! 

Where: eber I turn me, I methinks eſpy 

Timandra's Image ſoftly gliding by. 

Such fond Ambition Love his Slaves does teach, 

To make 'em fancy what they cannot reach, 

For, Oh, divine One ! | 

How fickly Joys Honour and Greatneſs grant, 

When thee the Glory of my Soul I want ! 
Drax. My Lord! 
Alc.—— Guard me, ye Powers! Draxilla here, 

And weeping too! Oh my prophetic Fear ! 


What 
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What is't your coming here would ſeem to teil? 
Relate, oh quickly, is my Princeſs well? 
Drax. Oh Sir ! In that unhappy fatal Night, 


When to the Spartan Camp you took your flight, 
When by the cruel Senate you were drove, 


Both to forſake your Country and your Love ; 
Timandra, and myſelf, as we were ſate 

In her Apartment, grieving for your Fate : 

No ſooner, with ſad Jealouſies oppreſt, 

Her wearied Soul in Sleep ſought after Reſt, 

But Grief new Scenes of Miſery brought in, 
And play'd in Dreams its Horrors o'er again : 
Sometimes her tender Arms ſhe'd forward firetch, 
Then fiercely at the empty Air would catch: 
Weary'd with Grief, ſhe then would milder be, 
And in a hollow Sigh ſend out, Ah Mel 

At laſt ſhe roſe, and bout the Chamber walk'd ; 
Sometimes ſhe ſtarted, then ſtood ſtill and talk'd : 
Anon, repeat ſome ſhort and pithy Pray'r ; 
Again grew wild, and tear her precious Hair ; 
Till having ſo wrought Sorrow to that height, 


That her Soul grew too tender for the Weight: 


E'er I my Courage could collect, to go 
And give a Hindrance to the fatal Blow, 
She with her Dagger ſtabb'd herſelf, and ſaid, 
Thus dy'd Timandra, that unhappy Maid. | 
Alc. Ye Gods! Is't thus your Juſtice you diſpenſe, 
To lay th' Reward of Guilt on Innocence ? 


What though theſe ſacrilegious Hands have thrown 


Your Images, thoſe Pageant Glories, down ! 
Muſt you Revenge on her I lov'd transfer ? 

You might have plagu'd me, ſo y'ad pity'd her. 
But thus I'll ſend my Soul, where it may tell 
She lov'd too raſhly, but not lov'd too well: 


[Offers to fall on his Sword, but is hinder d by Draxilla. 


Oh Siſter! do not hinder me my Death; 
Sighs are the only Uſe I've left of Breath : 
One Blow will put an end to Grief and me. 


Enter 
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Enter Timandra. 
Tim. 'That, Sir, you mult not do, nor muſt I ſee, 
0 | {Alcibiades farts. 
Why fly you back? Nay, if you ſhun me now, 
I ſhall grow apt to think my Fears too true. 
Alc. Oh Heavens! does then my dear Timandra live 
The Joy's too mighty for me to receive 
This was the greateſt Bliſs Heav'n had to give. 
How ralhly did my impious Rage profane 
Your Goodneſs! oh but waſh away that Stain, 
Then I with Victims will your Altars load, 
And have a Sacrifice for ey'ry God: 
Till by thoſe holy Fires this black Offence 
Be purg'd, and purify'd to Innocence. 
But Deareſt, how could you fo cruel be, 
'To let ſuch Blifs be dreſs'd in Miſery ? 
To tell me you were dead! 
How could you think but th Horror of that Breath 
Muſt damp my Soul, and chill me into Death? 
Tim. Alas! my Fears could find out no Rehef, 
But thus raſſault you in the garb of Grief ; 
This Trial of your Faith my Joy ſecures, 
As Thunders uſher in refreſhing Showers. 
Alc. Let us no longer then to Doubts give way, 
But haſte to th Conſummation of our Joy; 
So with our bright united Flames, diſpel 
Thoſe anxious Miſts that on our Boſoms dwell, 
Being of no other Jealouſy poſleſt, 
But which ſhall kindeſt prove, and love the beft. 
Tim. And when our faithful happy Hearts ſhall be 
Firmer united by that ſacred Tie, 
How in an endleſs Road of Bliſs we'll move, 
'Steering our Motions by our perfe& Love ! 
There we with Pleaſure will recount each Woe, 
Which we have paſs'd, and others undergo. 
There we'll reflect o'th* various Hopes and Fears, 
The mournful Sighs and the impatient, Tears 


Of 
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Through a ſtrange myſtical Intelligence, 
Give em Redreſſes by our Influence: 

Till fo, by ours 

Their full- grown Joys receive a happy Birth, 

As Planets in their kind Conjunctions bleſs the Earth. 
Alc. Then, my Timandra, to our Bliſs let's fly, 
There's but one Minute more to Ecſtacy. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Quetu and Ardella. 

Qucen. Oh, my Ardella, whither ſhall T turn? 
I'm all o'er Flame, in ev'ry part I burn. 

Ard. Your Majeſt ) 

Queen. Fool, Majeſty ! what's that? 
Th' ill-natur'd Pageant Mockery of Fate; 
When her ungratetul ſportive Pow'r ſhe'd ſhow, 
Railing us high 
To bar us of the Benefits below. 
Bat I'Il her ſervile Policy deipiſe, 
And make her ſtoop to Love's great Victories. 
Th'Almighty Pow 'r of Heav'n came down from thence, 
To taſte the Sweets of am'rous Excellence: 
Why then ſhould Princes, that are Gods below, 
Think that a Sin which Heav'n is proud to do? 

Ard. But Madam, is it not a cruel thing 
T” abuſe a loving Husband, and kind King? 

Queen. Dull Girl, thou know'ſt not what a Huſband is; 
Alas, they never reach the height of Bliſs, 
But ignorantly with Love's Magick play, 
Till they raiſe Spirits they want Pow 'r to lay. 
In that brave Alcibiades thetre ſwarm 
So many Graces, he's all over Cherm. 
Such killing Airs in each part of him move, 
His Brows dart Majeſty, and his Eyes Love: 
Oh, my Ardella, J am loſt in Thought! " 
I fain would have thee yet tis falſe, I'd not. 

Ard. Madam, your Rcyal Pleaſure but relate, 
P11 be as faithful, and as firm as Fate. 

| Qucen. 


Of diſtreſt Lovers, whilſt we'll kindly thence, ! 
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Queen. Art thou then ſkilful in Love's ſubtle Arts, 
Cunningly to lay Ambuſcades for Hearts? 
Canſt thou expreſs a melting kind Deſire, 
And, give a feeling Draught of Love's ſoft Fire? 

Ard. Madam, fo ſubt'ly I'll his Heart betray, 
As one, who by ſome great Magician's Pow'r, 
Is hurry'd through the Regions in an Hour, 
And for return again can find no way. | 

Queen. My better Angel! Fly then ſwift as Time, 
Oc Thought; thou gain'ſt a Queen in gaining him, 
But uſe ſuch Secrecy as ſtolen Loves ſhould. have, 
Be dark as the huſh'd Silence of the Grave. 

Ard. Madam, diſtruit not but that I ſhall do, 
Both what is to your Love and H onour due. 

Queen. Honour! a very Word; an empty Name; 
How dully wretched is the Slave to Fame ! 
Give me the Soul that's large and unconſin'd, 
Free as the Air, and boundleſs as the Wind; 
Nature was then in her firſt Excellence, 
When undiitury'd with puny Conſcience, 
Man's Sacrifice was Picalure, his God, Senſe. 

Enter Tiſſaphernes. 

Ti/. Madam, by the King's Command I'm to you ſent, 
Who attends your Royal Preſence in his Tent. 

Queen, Jg [Excunt Oucem and Ard. 


Ti. Now all is ripe, methinks I ſce 


Treaſon walk Hand in Hand with Deſtiny, 
And both in a kind Aſpect ſmile on me. 
Now the whole Court procecds to ſolemnize 
The Nuptials of proud Alcibiades. 

Where ev'ry thing does as I'd wiſh combine, 
To give a happy End to my Deſign. 

It is the Cuſtom at a Marriage-Feaſt, 

The Bridegroom 
With a full Bowl preſents his chieſeſt Gueſt. 
The Cups, by my great Secrecy and Care, 
Wich fironge!t Potion all infected are: 


Which 
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Which when our Alcibiades ſhall bring, 

And offer us his Duty to the King, 

The Poiſon and his ſudden Death will ſeem 

Fully a traitorous Deſign in him. 

Then muſt the Crown deſoend on me, and ſo 

I feaſt my Rage, and my Ambition too. 

Let Cowards Spirits ſtart at Cruelty, 

Remorſe has ſtill a Stranger been to me. 

Ican look on their Pains with the fame Eyes, 
As Prieſts behold the falling Sacrifice. 

Whilſ they yell out the Horror of their 'Moans, 
My Heart ſhall dance to the Muſic of their Groans. { Exit. 
Enter Captain of the Guards. 

Capr. Look that your Care and Diligence be great, 
See the Guards doubled, and each Cent'nel ſet. [ Exe. 


The Scene drawn, diſcovers the Tent of a Pavilion; in it 
an Altar, behind which are ſeated the King and Dueen, 
attended by Tiſſaphernes, Patroclus, and the reſt of the fi 
Camp; about the Altar fland ſeveral Priefts of Hymen.. | 


King. Each Day brings ſome ſurprize of Pleaſure, here T 
Love vies his Triumphs with the God of War. = 
| Six Priefts of Hymen dance. { 
The Dance ended, enter chief Prieſt and Prieſteſi of Hymen, 
Prieft leading Timandra, and the Prieſteſs Alcibiades. [4 
Prieſt ſings. 15 
Diſtracting Jealouſies and Fears, 9 
Heart- breaking Sobs and reſtleſs Tears x 
Fly to the Breaſts that are 
Wrack'd with Deſpair : 
In this, | 
Prieſteſs. Or this. [Bliſs. 
Chor. No Tears but thoſe of Joy, no Pantings but of 
Prieſteſs. Yes, yes, by Love alone we ſee 
On Earth the Glories of a Deity : 
For' tis the greateſt Work above, 
To be innocent, and love. 
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Thoſe then that flame ſo nobly here, 
What raviſhing Delights muſt they have there ! 
Cho. Who on Earth to their Honour are juſt, and their 
Muſt reap the chief Bleſſings above. [Love, 
Prieſt. Let's then proceed, and Hymen's Aid implorgy 
To join thoſe Hands whoſe Hearts were link'd before. 
Prieſteſs. Agreed, 
Pri:ftefs Agreed. 
Prieſt. Agreed. 
Cho. Hymen, oh Hymen, come away, 
Crown the Wiſhes of this Day, 
See, ſee theſe pure refined Deſires [Fires 
Wait at thy Torch, wait at thy Torch, to improve their 


Whilſt this Chorus is finging, Hymen enters with his Torch, 
and joins their Hands with a Wreath of Roſes, which 
the Prieſteſi ſtri es with her Spear and breaks ; then 
they offer both Parts upon the Altar. 


This Ceremony ended, a Dance is perform'd by four Priefts 
and Prieſteſſes of Hymen, all carrying in their Hand; 
ſhort Spears muffi d with Flowers and Boughs of Fruit: 

after which a Bowl is brought in and preſented to Al- 
cibiades, who immediately upon the receipt bows to the 
King, who deſcends with the Queen, and receives the 
Bowl of him, then ſpeaks. 

Ling. To ſhew how ſtrict a Reverence I have 

For every thing that loyal is and brave, 

[Drawing near to Tiſſaphernes. 

This ſignal Honour only due to me, 

Thus T:/aphernes I confer on thee. [Preſents him theBorwl. 
Tiſ. Confuſion ! What means this? 

King. Nay, do not ſtart, 
It is the Offering of a grateful Heart: 


Come drink to ſuch a depth as may expreſs 


Thy Wiſhes for their Joy, and Sparta's Happineſs. 
Ti. I muſt obey your Majeſty (back. 
[ Preffering to drink, lets fall the Bowl, and ſeems to feu 
B Pat. 


Its Spirits prov'd too mighty for my Senſe. 
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Pat. Alas my Father ! 

King. — How fares our worthy Friend? 
Hence quickly, for our chief Phyſicians ſend. 
So much this aged Hero I eſteem, 
other could part with my Crown than him. 

My Health, Sir, needs no other help than this,[/ainthy, 

That you will pardon its Infirmities. 
The Wine was of ſo ſtrong an Excellence, 


Alarum without. Enter Officer. 
Off. Dread Sir, your Camp th' Athenian Force alarms : 
Without the City-Gates th' appear in Arms. 
And with a num'rous and a warlike Train, 
Begin their March upon the neighb'ring Plain. 
Their bloody Enſigns all diſplay d appear, 
And hold an am'rous Combat with the Air: 
Looſely they fly, and with a wanton Play, 
Seem to ſalute the Sun beams in their way: 
Whilſt their ſhrill Trumpets rattle in the Sky, 
As if with Muſick they'd charm Victory. 
And this triumphant Pride does higher grow, 
That they may make a Conqueſt fit for you. 
King. "Tis well; ev'ry Battalia reinforce 
With my late freſh Supplies of Perſan Horſe. 
Their Fate no longer will delay endure ; 
Prepare to fight'em in this very Hour. 
I'd havethis Day hereafter famous be, 
For the Renown of Love and Victory. [Shouts from afar. 
Enter another Officer. : 
2 Offi. The Enemy, Sir, does on the Plain appear, 
And with re-echo'd Shoutings pierce the Air. 
King. So Beaſts decreed for Slaughter, e' er they fall, | 
With their own BelPwings ring their Funeral. J 


ACT. 
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ACT MH, SCENE I. 
SCENE, the Camp. 


Enter Tiſſaphernes. 


Tif. URSE on my niggard Stars: they were ſo poor, 
That my Revenge prov'd greater than their 
My Fury had begot ſo vaſt a Birth, [Pow'r: 
Fate wanted Strength enough to bring it forth: 
[ Trumpets afar off ſound a Charge. 
That ſprightly Sound darts fiercely through my Soul. 
Oh that I might one Minute Fate controul ; 
Could but command one happy fatal Dart, 
To ſend it ſelf into a General's Heart. 
Enter King and Queen attended. [claim : 
King. Thus muſt proud States ſubmit , when Monarchs 
They govern in a rude diſorder'd Frame, 
As Stars in adim Senate rule the Night, 
But vaniſh at the Sun's more potent Light. 
Athens now feels the Fury of my Heat : 
A Pow'r like theirs, divided, can't be great: 
It may tumultuous and num'rous ſhow, 
But ne'er contract to give a ſteady Blow. 
2ueen.In States, thoſe monſtrous many-headed Pow'rs, 
Their private Int'reſt publick Good devours. 
"Tis true, when in their Hands a Rule they gain, 
They know to uſe that Power, not maintain. 
Like Pirates in a Fleet, a while they may 
Seem dreadful ; but when by ſome juſter force 
Oppas'd 
Each his own Safety ſeeks, and ſhrinks away. 
Tif.You,Sir, have vanquiſh'd Emperors, fetter'd Kings: 
States are ſuch mean and deſpicable Things, 
Compar'd with other Glories y'ave ſubdu'd, 
Their Conqueſt ſeems but a ſoft Interlude. 
[ Trumpets from far ſound a Retreat. 
B 2 Ente 
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Enter a Meſſenger. 

Me/. This Minute, Sir, your Glories are compleat, 

The routed Enemy makes a fair Retreat : 
Victory, bluſhing they no more could do, 
With a full Wing directs her Flight to you. 

King. Thus, Deidamia, are our Wiſhes crown' 5 

Love and Renown in the ſame Sphere go round: 

Our laſting Loves draw laſting Victories, 

Whilſt Courage. takes his Flame from Beauty's Eyes. 
Enter another Meſſenger. 

2 Meſ. Thus hourly, Sir, freſh Glories you receive, 
Athens no more's your Enemy, . but Slave. 
Like the ſad Ruins of a Hurricane, 

Their tatter'd Troops are ſcatter'd der the Plain, 
And in diſorder'd Parties make away. 
King. Relate, how went the Bus'neſs of the Day? 
Meſ. Brave Alcibiades has Wonders done, 
Neer greater Courage was in Sparta ſhown. 
Troops were not able to withſtand his Shock, 
Like Thunder from a Cloud his Fury broke 
On all his Enemies; and like that too, 
Death and Amazement did attend each Blow, 
Long doubtful Fortune dally'd on her Wheel, 
And neither ſeem to move it, nor ſtand ſtill ; 
Till at the laſt the brave Polyndus fell. 
His Loſs did ſo much amaze the Enemy, 
That in diſorder they began to fly, 
Yet brave Theramnes rally'd in their head ; : 
Though ſo their Fate was but a while delay'd, f 
For by our Gen'ral he was Captive made. 
At which again they did their Flight renew, 
With Numbers too ſo tatter'd and ſo few, 
It had been Barbariſm to purſue.. f 
Then fair 77mandra, who from far had been 
An anxious Looker on this tragick Scene, 
With all the haſte Joy could, or Love afford, 
Flies to congratulate her conqu ring Lord; 
2 
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Now both in ſolemn Triumph this way move, 
To crown- your Glories, as youcrown'd their Love. 


Trumpets. Enter Alcibiades, Patroclus, Timandra, and 


Theramnes Priſoner : Alcibiades 4neels to the King. 
King. Sir, of your Brav'ry I've already heard, . 
So much above the Power of Reward ; 
It were but juſt that I ſhould Homage do, 
And offer up Acknowledgements to you. 
Riſe, Sir, and give this Ceremony o'er, 
The Poſture ill becomes a Conqueror. [Alcib. riſer. 
Alc. Conqu'rors that are Triumphant in the Field; 
Muſt at their Monarch's Feet their Trophies yield: 
For all thoſe Glories which their Conqueſts claim, 
They only have ſubordinate from them. 
Thus, though my Sword this Captive has o'ercome, . 
It is from you he muſt expect his Doom. 
Ther. Yes, and in this you have o'ercome him too. 


He cannot talk, Sir, half ſo faſt as you. 


Curſe, though I am your Priſoner, I hate 
To hear your Pride upbraid me with my Fate. 

Alc.” Why, Sir, was't not my Favour that you live? 

Ther. No; for I hate that Life your Hand did give. 
Know, had your Fate been mine 
I ſhould have urg'd kind Deſtiny more home, 
And there have revell'd Rival in your room. 

Alc. Sir, for your Love, you ſhew but weak Pretence, . 
When all your Arguments are Inſolence. 
Whence does it ſpring ? 

Ther. — From whence your Bliſs you draw, 
Love that ne'er clogg'd his Proſelytes with Law. 

I lov'd this fair-one firſt, and you muſt know 
III love her ſtill; and what's all that to you? 

Alc. This Rudeneſs, Sir, my Fury can't engage: 
You are ill-manner'd, and beneath my Rage. 

Ther. But know I'll follow ſtill my Hate to thee 
Nor ſhall my Chains obſtruct thy Deſtiny: 
Thou didſt ſupplant me in Timangra's Love, 
For which I gave thy Glories a Remove ; 
'B 3 
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Aud on thy Ruins made myſelf more great: 
But ſince my Wiſhes Fate would not compleat, 
uy Fury with my Fortune ſhan't decreaſe, 
Pl ſtill purſue thy Life and Happineſs: 
1 all Deſpairs, dark Arts, thy Fall deſign, 
Jill in thy Blood { write mandra mine. 
Alc. Rave on; know of your Threats no Senſe 1 feet, 
I'd laugh at 'em, wer't not to loſe a Smile. 
King. But I'll take care that he ſhall better know, 
Wat *tis a Captive for his Life does owe. 
How dare you offer here theſe Injuries ? 
Know you how much this gallant Man I prize? 
Guards, to Confinement the Offender bear, 
Be his Bonds narrow, and Reſtraint ſevere, 
Since in your Breaſt ſuch'a hot Phrenzy reigns, 
We'll try how you can brave it iff your Chains. 
Ther. So King, as thou ſhalt envy what th'aſt done; 
I have a Sou! can ſmile when thou doſt frown. 
Vhilſt I Timandra's fair Idea wear, 
I can't want Freedom, for I'll think of her. [ Exit guarded. 
Ther. Thus, Madam, to your Eyes muſt Conqueſt bow 3 


— Who are your Slaves, no other Fetters know. 


Jin. It any Charms in me there can appear, 
They only are confin'd and bounded there: 
No greater Aims, nor more Ambition know, 
Than how, Sir, to oblige him that ſerves you. 

£1c. Your gen'rous Pity to our faithful Flames, 
That Power which it gave 'em juſtly claims. 
Thus happy by your great Indulgence made, 
In Joys ſo perfect, nothing can remove: * 
Your ſpreading Glories ne'er ſhall ſhrink or fade, 
Till you forget to aſpire, and we to love. 
But how dare I uſurp the leaſt Pretence, 
Who only borrowall my Laurels hence! [ Pointing # Pat. 
This is that noble Youth, who, when I ſtood 
Reſet on ev'ry fide with Death and Blood, * 
To my Relief ſuch gen'rous Succour brought, 
And — ſo much above ev'n Wonder 9 
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Pat. You, Sir, that taught meFriendſhip,taught me too, 
How much is to that ſacred Title due. | 
No, Sir, if your dear Life at hazard lie, 

Though thouſand Deaths ſhould dare me, on T'll fly, 
And conquerall, or bravely with you die. 
Alc. In Gallantry you are ſo abſolute, 
That I grow faint, and flag in the purſuit. 
Yet that Return accept in ſilence here, 
Which is ſo great*twill no Expreſſion bear. Embraces him. 

Tiſ. Hell! Sure my Blood is grown degenerate, 
Can this my Son embrace the Man I hate? [ Afide. 

King. How, T. ſapber nes, is thy good Age bleſt 
In ſach a Son, of ſuch a Friend poſſeſt! 

Thus from thy rev'rend Trunk freſh Glories ſpread, 
' And with their pious Laurels ſhade thy Head. 

Tif. In this warm Com ort patiently L'il fit, 

Til Fate ſhall come and claim her lateſt Debt. 

Sometimes my Youtl!'s paſt Triumphs I'll review, 

And pleaſe my ſelf they were approv'd by you: 

Alas! I've nothing elle left now to do. your | | 
Oh my dear Boy! Sir, be my Joy thus ſhown, 

Poſſeſs theFather as you've gain'd the Son [ Embraces beth. 

King. Monarchs, thus propt, the ſhocks of Fate defy, 
No Bonds fo firm as thoſe which Friendſhip tie. 

[Exit King attended. 
Manent Alcibiades, Timandra and Draxi!la. 

Ale. Now, nobleſt Siſter, how ſha!l be repaid 
Thoſe large Endearments, which your Love has made ? 
Our Happineſs will but imperfect prove, 

If 'midſt the growing Pleaſures of our Love, 
We nothing elſe in Gratitude can do, 
Than only wiſh a Happineſs to you. 

Drax. What I have done, Sir, never had regard 
To that ſiniſter thing we call Reward. 

Good Deeds their worth and value have from hence, . 
They their own G'ory are and Recompence. 
Ac. But Siſter, if I might one Queſtion move? 

Drax. Your Pleaſure, 8 ir 
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| Ale. — Could you not, Madam—— love 
The Friend, in whom I'm happy ſince I came, 
In Honours as renown'd as in his Name ? 
He, when I to him often would relate 
The ſad Adventures of my Love and Fate; 
So much your gallant Friendſhip did admire, 
That with your Character he grew on fire; 
And bears a Flame ſo noble and ſublime, 
As not to love again, would be a Crime. 
Drax. Sir, that's a thing I canhot now diſcourſe ; 


Love rarely conquers with a ſudden Force. 


Nor muſt I that acknowledge as my due, 
Which was perhaps a Compliment to you: 
If any thing in me he can approve, ; 
I may believe it Gallantry, not Love. 

Alc. I ſhall no more your Modeſty offend : 
Pardon a forward Zeal to ſerve my Friend. 
But if aught add a Bleſſing, twill to ſee 
You made as hapjy as you have made me, {£Execunt- 

Enter Tiſſaphernes and Patroclus. | 

Ti/. D'you underſt and, Patro:/us, what you've done ? 
Have you conſider'd that you are my Son? 

Pat, Sir, "tis a title I am proud of— 

Ti/. How can you then deſcend to things fo baſe, 

T bat blot my Glory, and my Name deface ? 
Whilſt thus your blinded Folly ſo adores 
The only Traitor that my Soul abhors ? | 

Pat. How, Sir? I doat upon the Man you hate! 

No, I had never Thoughts fo impious yet. 
By all my Hopes, if any Wretch there be 
So unhappy to be held your Enemy, 
Rather than in my Breaſt his Image bear, 

I'd raze it from my Heart, or ſtab it there. 

Tif. Stay, leſt you ſhould pronounce too raſh a Doom, 
Believe it 1s a Blow will wound you home: 
But I will try «7 
W hat gen'rous Reſolution you expreſs, 
Know then you muſt hate Alcibiades. 


, IP Py 


Pat. 
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Pat. Protect me Heav'n! can you command that I 
Should break that Knot you did ſo lately tie 
Was't not your Love that did our Friendſhip join ? 
Did not your kind Embraces ſecond mine ? 
Ti/. Embraces! Love ! and Kindneſs ! what are theſe ? 
The outward Varniſh that our Hearts diſguiſe. 
Haſt thou ſo long with Courts converſant been, 
The various Turns of Power and Greatneſs ſeen, 
And haſt thou not this Myſtery yet found, 
Always to ſmile in's Face we mean to wound ? 
Come, you muſt hate him, nay and kill him too. 
Pat. Oh let me rather beg my Death from you. 
Can you command me, Sir, to wound a Heart, 
Whereof I do poſſeſs ſo great a part? 
In that I ſhould prove a Self-murderer : 
Piercing his Breaſt, I ſtab my own Image there. 
Ti. Come, lay theſe idle Boyiſh Scruples down, 
Do as becomes your Virtue, and my Son. 
Can you behold him rev'ling in my place, 
And turning all my Honours to Diſgrace : 
And can you of ſo little Value prize 
The Honour of your Blood, not to ſhed his ? 
Pat. Oh, Sir, no farther urge this horrid Theme, 
"Twill blaſt your Glories, and your Wreaths detame. 
Do but look on that Life you would deſtroy ; 
See if it ben't as ſpotleſs and ſerene, 
As that which in their Heav'n bleſt Saints enjoy, 
Pure and untouch'd but with a Thought of Sin. 
| By all the Endearments of a filial Love, [ Kneels, 
And if that Charm cannot your Pity: move, 
By my dear Mother's Ghoſt, whoſe dying Pray'r 
Bequeath'd me her chief Treaſure to your Care, 
This unjuſt cruel Enmity lay down, 
And do not in his Friend deſtroy your Son. 
On the paſt Brav'ry of your Youth look back, 
There the bright Paths of all your Triumphs track: 
Think what twill be thoſe Glories to exchange 
For a baſe, brutal, infamous Revenge. 
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Oh, Sir, recall, recall the dire Decree, _ 
"Tis ſuch a Deed as Fate will ſhrink to ſee. 
Tiſ. Then 'tis the fitter to be done by me. 


_ Give this unmanly childiſh Pity o'er, 


Or ne'er preſume to call me Father more. 
Pat. Then ſee how I reſign that Int'reſt here: [ Riſes. 
Thus all the Bonds of Duty cancell'd are. 
Whilſt ſuch black Horrors in your Soul I ſce, 
V'are not my Father, but my Enemy. 
Now againſt me let all your Vengeance come, 
Thus, thus my Breaſt for your Revenge has room. 
Brave Alcibiades—— * 
No, ſince ſuch barb'rous Miſchiefs you dare do, 
T'Il die for him, but ſcorn to live for you. 
Why don't you ſtrike, Sir ? Is your Rage grown faint? 
Ti/. 1 fear I've too much trifl'd with this Boy; 
Curſe on his Honour, 'twill my Hopes deſtroy. 
But TIL ſmooth all in time. Oh my dear Son, 
Now art thou worthy to be call'd my own. 
None but a Heart, that's truly noble, cou'd 
Ever deſerve a Title to my Blood. 
No, may ye both in your brave Friendſhip be 
As truly Happy as I am in thee. a 
That's curſt— — [Aldi. 
Pat. Is then my Father kind ? can he approve 
Our Friendſhip? Does he once more crown our Love ? 
Oh, Sir, let thus my Acknowledgment be giv'n, 
As we for Bleſſings offer thanks to Heav'n. [ Kneels. 
Tif. Riſe, riſe, thou Comfort of my Age; I now 
Have underſtood all I could wiſh to know. | 
Alas, in this Diſguiſe I did but try 
The Strength and Virtue of thy Conſtancy, 
"Tis a Refreſhment to this hoary Head, 
To prove that Virtue which myſelf have bred. 
Thus bleſt in Peace I'll to my Grave deſcend, 
As the declining Sun goes down at Night, 
pleasd with the riſing of an offspring Light. 
Pat. Such myſtick Ways Fate does our Loves confirm, 
As rome T recs ſtand faſter by a Storm. Aker 
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After this ſhock our Friendſhip's more ſecure, 

As Gold try'd in the Fire comes forth more pure. [ Exit. 
7. There's ſome Foundation yet for my Deſign; 

The Captive's brave; Vil try to make him mine. 

Unweary'd I will let my Fury range, 

And leave no Heart unſearch'd to find Revenge. [ Exit, 


SCENE II. A dart Ten. 


Theramnes in Chains. 


Ther. How ſweet a Quietude's in Fetters found ! 
T hat it ſeems almoſt Freedom to be bound. 
Though thus confin'd, my agile Thoughts may fly 
Through all the Regions of Variety. 
Here in a trice I can the World run o'er, 
And finiſh whole Years Labours in an Hour. 
But oh my Miſtreſs! my 7:mandra loſt ! 
That is the only Bitterneſs I taſte: 
This outward Fetter but my Body chains, 
But that the Freedom of my Soul detains. 
Why by my Rival's Sword did I not fall? 
So bravely have embrac'd one Death for all? 
Yet why ſhould I court ſuch an abject Fate? 
Courage is the Supporter of the Great. 
Methinks I've ſomething yet to do might prove 
Becoming both my Glory and my Love. 
I'll-—htah, this does my buſy Thoughts prevent. 

Enter Tiſſaphernes. 

Is that old Fiend for a Tormenter ſent ? 
Good Sir, upon what Meſſage are you come? 
Am I then deſtin'd to ſome harder Doom ? 

Tiſ. No, I am come to give your Sorrows eaſe: 
I know you hate, Sir, Alcibiades: 
- Nay, and I know you love Timandra too. 

Ther. Well, Sir, all this I know as well you. 

Ti/. Come if you dare be brave, be't on this Theme: 
Dare you, Sir, raviſh her, and murder him ? 

Ther. For what dark Ends do you this Queſtion bring ? 
Dare! 'sdeath, old Sir, I dare do any thing. 


Tif. 
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Ti. That word then all my former Doubts ſecures; 


Be only reſolute, and Timandra's yours. 


My Stratagems fo ſubtly I will lay, 
That to your Arms your Miſtreſs I'll betray. 
Thus then as the firſt Step to our Deſign, 
Your Guards I'll with adulterated Wine 
Secure; ſo they charm'd in a Lethargy, 
Pll from your Bonds and Priſon ſet you free. 
Then, when ſome happy Moment ſhall preſent 
Timandra left unguarded in her Tent, 
Both of us thither in Diſguife will move, 
To end your Rival, and compleat your Love: 
For when your fill of Bliſs you have enjoy'd, 
And your full Pleaſures with themſelves are cloy'd ; 
I thither will alarm our Enemy, | 
Where by both Swords he ſhall be ſure to die. 
And the next Night (the Watch-word given by me) 
You may *ſcape through the Guards to Liberty. 
Ther. Revenge! my Love enjoy'd, and F annere 
Then in the Name of Pluto be it ſo. | 
What ſtupid Ignorance the World poſſeſt, 
That only Fury placed th* youthful Breaft ! 
No, 'tis in Age alone great Spirits are young: 
The Soul's but infant when the Body's ſtrong. 
Theſe hoary. Heads like griſly Comets are, 
Which always threaten Ruin, Death, and War. | 
7 Alas, fuch tame Souls know but half a growth: 
I'll make my Age a ſtep to a new Youth : | 
Such Murders and ſuch Cruelties maintain, 
III from the Blood I ſhed grow young again. . 
Ther. Let's in the Name of Horror then go OR ; | 
Methinks I long to have the bus'neſs done: | 
Something like Conſcience elſe may all defeat, _ - 
You know, Sir, I'm but a raw Villain yet. 
7 Conſcience! a Trick of State, found out by thoſe 
That wanted Power to ſupport their Laws; 
A bug-bear Name, to ſtartle Fools: But we 
That know the Weakneſs of the Fallacy, ; 
| Know 


— 
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Know better how to uſe what Nature gave. 
That Soul's no Soul, which to it ſelf's a Slave. 

Who any thing for Conſcience ſake deny, 

Do nothing elſe but give themſelves the Lye. [ Eæcunt. 


SCENE III. The Camp. 


Enter Patroclus and Draxilla. 
Pat. Why, Madam, do you fly a Lover's Pray'r ? 
Js Cruelty the Privilege o'th' Fair? 
Drax. You cannot, Sir, 1'th' Camp be Beauty's Slave, 
Where Honour's the only Miſtreſs of the Brave. 
Pat. But 'tis a rugged Honour got in Arms, 
When not made ſoft by Beauty's ſweeter Charms ; 
That melts our Rage into a kind Defire, 
Whilſt Love refines it in his purer Fire. 
Drax. Lovers, whoſe flights ſo ſublime Pitches chooſe, 
Oft ſoar too high, and fo their Quarry loſe. 
But you, Sir, know to moderate your height, 
Miſſing your Game, can eas'ly ſlack the flight. 
Pat. Such faint Eſſays may fit a common Flame, 
But my Deſires have a far nobler Aim, 
Religious Honour, and a Zeal that's true, 
Rais'd by that Deity to which I ſue. 
Drax. 'Thoſe who to Deities their Off rings pay, 
Make their Addreſſes in an humbler way. 
Not in a Confidence of what they give, 
But modeſt Hopes of what they ſhall receive. 
Pat. I in my Off rings no Aſſurance have, 
Though an Ambition to become your Slave. 
' Drax. Yes, but when once admitted to that place, 
You'll ſtill be looking for ſome Acts of Grace. 
Piat. Some little Favours Pity can't deny, 
You are too noble to uſe Cruelty. 
Drax. See, Sir, the Queen! I beg you, Sir, forbear. 
Pat. Madam, this way [ Excunt. 
Enter Queen and Ardella. 
Sens. Did he then ſuffer no ſurprize ? no ſhew 
Of Alteration ? let's the Progreſs know. i 
Me Ard. 
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F 4rd. In order, Madam, tyour Command, I went, 
And met him coming from the royal Tent : 
Where, after th'uſual Ceremonies paſt, 
E'er I would feaſt, I gave him firſt a Taſte ; 
Told him how much his Courage you approv'd, 
That he in no mean Path of Glory mov'd, 
Who in his Arms had fo ſucceſsful been, 
T*engage a Monarch, and oblige a Queen. 
Then nearer came, and whiſper'd ſomething more, 
Began to intimate Love's mighty Pow'r. 
He briſkly took the hint, and readily 
Began to urge ſome pretty Things to me. 
By which encourag'd, I to th' bus'nefs drew, 
Told kim in fine it only was his due a 
To be admir'd by all, and lov'd by you. 
Queen. And did not then his alter'd Looks betray 
Some Extaſy ? fome Marks of lively Joy ? 
Ard. No, Madam, he knew better Policy, 
Talk'd of your Honour, and his Loyalty ; 
Fine ſmoothing Terms to cloke a Paſſion in. 
But if your Majeſty—— 
Queen. What? | 
4d. Had but ſeen 
How much his Carriage did his Words deceive, 
When with a gentle Sigh he took his Leave, 
As if he languiſh'd till the Minute came. 
Queen. Doſt thou then think he entertains my Flame? 
Let's to my Tent, and wait his coming there. 
Such Swarms of Love within my Breaſt there are, : 
The Heat's too furious for my Soul to bear. 
What would I give but for a taſte of Bliſs ! 
Oh, the choice Sweets of a ſtol'n Happineſs. [ Exearr. 


ACT 


V4 A. 


ACT w. N 


Alcibiades folus. 


Alc. N DER what fatal Planet was I born! 

Sure at my Birth the Heav'ns themſelves did 
Disjointed Nature did her Courſe forbear, [mourn; 
And held within her Womb a civil War, 

I who but now did Fame and Conqueſt bring, 
And added to the Glories of a King, 
Muſt fee my Trophies all thrown down again, 
By the baſe Paſſions of a luſtful Queen ! 
Why was not I born to a common Fate? 
Free from the glorious Troubles of the Great: 
So in ſome humble Cell my Years have ſpent, 
Bleſt with a private peaceable Content. 
The vulgar Mortal feels not Fortune's harms ; 
The higheſt Structures ſtill are ſhook with Storms. 
See too, ſhe's here; what ſhall I do or ſpeak ? 
Fate has beſet me, and I've no way to take. 
Enter Queen and Ardella. 

Queen. My Lord, you ſomething diſcompos'd appear; 
Surely there's nothing that can fright you here. 

Alc. Majeſty, Madam, is a thing divine. 

Ozeen If that diſturb you, Sir, III lay by mine. 
Methinks I apprehend a greater Pride, 
To view the Man whoſe Glories ſpread ſo wide.. 

Ale. Madam, you on 'em ſet too high a Price. 

Queen. Perhaps I ſee not, Sir, with common Eyes; 
They beſt of Honour judge that Honour have, 
I find a Secret in me ſays y'are brave; | 
You need not, Sir, unfold it, you can gueſs. 

Alc. How craftily ſhe would her Lult expreſs, f 
And ſet ber IIls off wich a winning Dreſs! 


What's 
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40 ALCIBIADES. 


What's to be done, which way ſhall I conclude ? 
I muſt abuſe my King, or muſt be rude. 
I cannot ſpeak. — 
Queen. —— My Lord, let's fit a while: 
Won't you vouchſafe your Viſitant a Smile? 
Alc. Smiles, Madam, were too inſolent a Joy. 
Queen. Fy ! put theſe formal Compliments away. 
Ardella, ſing that Song I heard to-day. 


SONG. 
I. 
The brighteſt Goddeſs of the Sky, 
How did ſhe panting, fighing lie, 
And languiſhing deſire to die! 
For the triumphant God of War 
Amidſt his Trophies did appear, 
As charming Rough as foe was Fair. 
4 II. 
il | Their Loves were bleſt, they had à Son, 
4 The little Cupid, who has ſhown 
More Congueſts than his Sirs &er won. 
He grew the mightieft God above, | 
By which wwe him a Rebel prove 
To Heav'n, that dares be fo to Love. 

: III. ' 

How ſoft the Delights, and how charming the Joy, 
Where Love and Enjoyment each other ſupport ! 

Let the Cynical Fool call Pleaſure a Toy, ' 
Who ne er Fame i th Camp had, nor Love in the Court: 
W O fo kindly the Combats each other ſucceed, | 

I Where tis Triumph to Die, and a pleaſure to Bleed. 
i Alc. The Air is charming. bs 
# Queen. Retire. [ Exit Ardella. 
4 | No lively Symptoms of a growing Fire ! | 
| I'll urge him further 


: My Lord, your Hand ; how beats your Pulſe ? I fear 

| Y'are ill; cold Drops upon your Brows appear: 4 
1 FP 
it 5 i 
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Pll wipe em off; come, Sir, your Fears remove, 
You need not bluſh to tell me that you love. 
I'll do it for you, nay, I more will do, 
Bluſh for my ſelf too when L-bluſh for you. 
Sure this will take ; what does your Wonder . 
Is Love ſo ſtrange ? — . 
Alc, — Oh name not that again! 
Could you ſuch Wrong to Royal Agis do? 
Think what's to Heaven, and to your Virtue due: 
2x. Muſt I be hated then? and Sir, by you? [ 4ngrilþ. 
Piſh, why d'you talk of Heav'n and Virtuenow ? [ Mildly. 

Alc. Not new-made Mothers to their Infants bear. 
A firmer Paſſion, or a tend' rer Care. 

Shew me yours, or your Honour's' Enemy, 14 
See with what Vigour t'your Revenge I'll fly. 

For you with Life I willingly could part, 

But whilſt that laſts, Timandra has my Heart. 

QAucen. The heavy Pleaſures of the Marriage- Bel 7. 
Dull Repetition ſoon will render dead. 1 
Taſte freſher Joys, and when they tedious grow, 
Then the old Pleaſures may ſeem gay and new. 

Alc. Could I expect to have ſuch Language heard. 
Where Beauty and ſuch Innocence appear'd ? 

Queen. Can you my little Beauty then approve, . 
And is't ſo difficult a thing to love ? 5 

Alc. Love, Madam ! only be as truly yes 
As you are fair, I ſhall not need be woo f 
P11 love you as the Siſter of my Blood. 

Queen. A Siſter's Love's a lean inbpid Bliſs, 

So little, we can hardly name what tis. 
Where is the Tranſport, -Extaſy, Delight ? 
"Tis like thin Meat to a ſharp Appetite. | 

Alc. I know y'are beauteous as the bluſhing Morn : 
Your Beams the Luftre of a King adorn, . ? 
That King whoſe Piety me happy made; . 

And can I in return profane his Bed? 2 
Though, Madam, I've liv'd free, and never ſet. 4412 
Limits to any thing we call Delight? ver 
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Yet raiſe not new Rebellions in my Blood: 

Beauty hath Darts too keen to be withſtood. 

' Queen. Yet all its Power has no Force o'er you, 

Your cruel Heart's immoveable ; but know 

*T'will to your Honour be but ill apply'd, 

That for your Love a Queen neglected died. 
Ale. What is't your Majeſty would have me do? 
Arcen. Are you ſo ignorant that you don't know? |, 
Ac. Death! not to have ſome Senſe, were to unman 

My ſelf; but I'll be Conqu'ror if I can. 

Should I be made a Captive to her Charms, 

E'er I am warm in my Timandra's Arms? 

One Stratagem I'll for my Freedom try. 

Madam, no longer I'll your Pow'r deny ; [To the Queen. 

For if theſe Eyes had ne er 7imandra known, 

You only might have called my Heart your own. 

But whil with her I enjoy Love, and Life, 

And you remain the mighty Ai, Wife 

Know this is all I can in juſtice do, | f 


I'm ready on your leaft Commands to ſhew 
I live for her; but yet could die for you. 

Quern. Muſt I then only border upon Blifs ? 
Reſt on the Confines of my Happineſs? 

As Souls that are excluded Heav'n for Sin, 
See all its Glories, but can't enter in, 

Alc. No, Madam, free from the dull Clogs of Senſe, 
We'll reap Delights of nobler Excellence. 

Our entwin'd Souls each other ſhall enjoy, 
Tread Virtue's Paths; and never loſe their Way. 
But if one in his Motion chance to err, 
Straight regulate it by the other's Sphere: 

— Till at the laſt, 
When the ſhort Zodiack of this Life we've paſt, 
With new-imp'd Zeal beyond the Stars we'll fly, 
There meet and mingle to a Deity. 

Queen. Then to all hopes of Happineſs adieu, 
Since my chief Blifs I've loſt in loſing you: 
Oh the tyrannick Cruelty of Fate, | 
That lets us know our Happineſs too late. 
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Yet why ſhou'd I to Fears and Sorrows bend, 

If only on their Fate my Hopes depend? 

A Rival, ang a King, I may remove: 

There's nothing difficult to them that love. [Exit Queen, 
Ale. She's gone.— — 

Greatneſs, thou gawdy Torment of our Souls, 

The wiſe Man's Fetter, and the Range of Fools! 

Who is't wou'd court thee if he knew thy Ills? 

He who the greateſt heap of Honour piles, 

Does nothing elſe but build a dang'rous Shelf, 

Or erect Mountains to o'erwhelm himſelf. [Exit. 


SCENE II. A Grove adjoining io the Camp. 
Enter Tiſſaphernes and Theramnes diſguis4. 


Tiſ. Now, Sir, y'are free, and proſperouſly move, 
To reap the long-wiſh'd Harveſt of your Love. 
One Minute and y' are in 7imandra's Arms: c 
alarms. 


New fetter'd in the power of her Charms: 
Methinks the Thought ev'n my old Blood 
Ther. His Rage ſure works him to an Extaſy: 
How the old Monſter hugs his Villany ! 
Good Sir, difpatch, I cannot brook delay : 
I waſte in expectation of my Joy. 
But. heark, did you not hear a murm'ring Talk ? 
Tif. Perhaps tis ſhe come in this Grove to walk: 
Stay, here they are; by Heav'n the ſame, tis ſhe. 
Retreat a while, bleſt Opportunity ! [ They go to the Door. 
Enter Timandra, witha Book in her Hand, and Draxilla. 
Tim. Methinks, Draxilla, when Atlanta ran, 
And Slaughter was the only Prize ſhe won ; 
Her Power a too cruel Rigour bore, 
To kill thoſe ſhe had wounded ſo before. _ 
-  [Theramnes throws off Hir Difuife 
Ther. Then, Madam, be not guilty of her II: 
Me the poor Wretch Yave wounded do not kill. 
Ah in your Heart, if ſuch a Senſe there be 
Of the Injuſtice of her Cruelty; 
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How:much more Pity from your Breaſt is due 

To him, who ev'ry Minute dies for you ! 
Tim. My Lord Theramnes ! by what lucky Hap 

Have you from Guards and Priſon made eſcape ? 
"Ther. Who wears your ſacred Tinage i in his Breaſt, 

Is of fuch pure Divinity poſſeſt, 

And from ignoble Bondage ſo ſecure, 

That feeble Chains fall off, and loſe their Pow'r. 
Tim. Then, Sir, in your intended Flight make haſte, 

Leſt by ſome fatal Chance y'are once more loſt. 
Ther. No, I enjoy a nobler Safety here; 

No Danger dares approach when you are near: 

Theſe Groves to Lovers Bliſs are dedicate, 

Free from th* uncivil Outrages of Fate. 

Come, let's to ſomething like Delight draw nigh; 

And loſe ourſelves a-while in Extaſy. | 

[Seizes roughly on her. 
Jin. Guard me, ye Powers! Draxilla, help: my Lord} 

_ Ti/. Good, gentle Madam, if you pleaſe one word. 

[Draxilla runs out, crying Help, and Tiſſaphernes ber. 
Ther. I. cannot ſee my Rival bleſt alone: 

Muſt he reap all the Sweets, and I have none? 
Tim. This Outrage on my Knees I beg, forbear: 
See, Sir, it is Timandra ſheds a Tear? [Tif. returns. 

Her whom you vow'd you lov'd with noble Flame : 
Oh don't by ſavage Luſt profane that Name! 
If 'tis the Envy of your Rival' Joy, J: 
Remove, remove th' Offence ſome other way: C 
Save but my Honour, and my Life deſtroy. | 
Der. Such Tenderneſs might cool another's Blood, 
But I am too unhappy to be good. 
Let Virtue to dull Anchorites repair, 
Who ne'er had Soul enough to know Deſpair. 
I'll baniſh the Encroacher from my Breaſt, 
And ſhake him off &'er he take hold too faſt, |] 
Come, let's retire within this Covert by; 
I am impatient, and my Blood boils high. 
Tim. I will not go, I'll die a Martys here. 
Der. Then 1 muſt drag you. Tim, 
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Im. Barb rous Raviſher ! 8 
Oh! oh! — 
Enter Alcibiades, 7 
Ale. — Did I not hear a tender Cry ? 
Oh Heavens! turii, baſe Hell-hound, turn, and dis, 
[ Draws. 
Ther. That, Sir, will be better underſtood. [Draws. 
Tif. Y'ave FR ,Sir, morethan you'll make good. 
[Draws. They both make at him. 
| Exter Patroclus. 
Pat. How's this; aſſaulted !. and by ſuch baſe Odds ! 
Courage, my Friend! 

[Heer a fierce Fight between Alcibiades and Theramnes, 
Patroclus and Tiflaphernes, Patroclus drives his Fa- 
ther off the Stage, and Alcibiades runs Theramnes 
through. 

Alc.——To the accurſt Abodes | 
Of tortur'd Souls that in dark Horror dwell, 
Thus fly, and to thy Fellow-Devils tell, 
Tt was my Sword that ſent thy Soul to Hell. c 
Ther. Hold, Sir, enough; I muſt your Victim fall, 
Tho' an Atonement for my Sin too ſmall. 
My haſty Soul can make no longer ſtay, -- 
Death tolls his Leaden Bell, and calls away. 
And now like ſome ſad Trav'ler taking view 
Of the long Journey that I have to go, 
Whilſt I'my Thoughts to Heav'n's ſweet Manſions bend, 
Without your Mercy no Admittance find. 
Oh but one Word of Pardon &er I die; 
Secure of that, my Soul dares boldly fly”: 
Abſoly'd by you, it muſt have welcome there, 
As Incenſe that is offer d up with Pray'r. 
Tim. My Pardon and my Prayers too receive 
More than your Guilt could aſk me I could give. 
Be happy as your Penitence is true; 
And may kind Heav'n forgive you, as I do. [ Weeps.. 
Ther. Ah! can your Piety Wachnfe a Tear 
Of Pity, on an impious Raviſher 
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And Troops of Murders how ring o'er your Head, 
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My Soul will leave me in an Extaſy : 


And I ſhall know the Senſe to know I die. 

Thus, pure Divinity, at your Feet I bow; 

Here tis my Soul would make her lateſt ſtay : 

Nor can ſhe——— 

Beginning hence her Journey, miſs the Way, 

But I'd forgot; beware of [Dies. 
44.1. Who can fear, | 

That is ſecur d by Charms ſo powerful here ? 

Within theſe Spheres my Guardian Angels move ? 


Theſe are my Seats of Safety, as of Love. 


Tim. They weakly others guard, that can't defend 
Themſelves; I fear more Miſchief may depend 
On this Diſaſter. — 

Enter Patroclus. 
Ac. So when a Storm's blown o'er, 
And a calm Breeze has ſmooth'd the rugged Deep, 
The joyful Mariners can fear no more: 
But thus embrace, and lull their Cares aſleep. 
| [Embraces him. 

Welcome my Life's Protector and only Friend. 
Hah ! what does that fad Look and Sigh intend ? 
Are you, Sir, wounded 

Pat. Yes, tos deep, I fear. 

Alc. Forbid it Heav'n where is't ? 

Pat. — 0h here, Sir, here; ; 
My Soul is pierc'd, I'm tortur'd ev'ry where: 
Your Friend! ah let that Title be no more; 
Behold me as a Wretch forlorn, and poor. 
Imagine ev'ry Form of Miſery ; 
And when y' ave ſumm'd up all, then look on me. 

Alc. Now ſome bleſt Angel to-my Soul reveal 
This Doubt; can he be wrong'd, and I not feel? 
Ah kind Patroclus, this ſad Silence break. 

Pat. Oh, Sir, you muſt not hear, nor muſt I ſpeak. 
Paint out black Horrour, in its deepeſt dread, 


And 
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And when that hideous Maſque of Hell you-ſee, 
Think, if you can, that they came all from me.. 

Alc. Confufion ! how my Thoughts begin to ſtart! 
A new unwonted Heat has end my Heart, 
Something unruly, that would fa in get place; 

But I'll ſubdu't.— ge free, kind Friend, alas! 
Force me not wrong our Friendſhip and your Worth. 
Pat. That Charm's reſiſtleſs, and I feel twill forth. 
But oh it muſt not; Duty does forbid: 
Yet what's my Duty if my Honour bleed ; 
Know then, —now that this ſtubborn — 
My cruel Father — h I dare not ſpeak. 
Alc. Hah! , 
Pat. Led by ſome blind miſtaken Jealouſy, 
Heaps Treaſons upon you, and Shame on me. 
It was by him Theramnes made eſcape, 
And 'twas he back'd him in this impious Rape. 
But oh no more ! Shame does my Words fi 
Yet think what he will do that durſt do this. 
I'll go and try if I his Rage can ſtay: - 
I may divert the Stream another way. [Exit Patroclus. 

Alc. Kind Youth, I cannot fear thy Father's Hate: 
He ſells his Honour at too cheap a rate. 

What have I done that could be call'd a Wrong? 
No, I've a guard of Innocence too ftrony ; 
Whilſt I unſpotted that and Friendſhip bear, 

No Danger is fo great that I need fear. 

Tim. Yet be not, Sir, regardleſs of my Fears; 

Some Pity have of theſe ſad Sighs and Tears. 
Whither, oh whither would your Raſhnefs lead ; 
To urge a Ruin levell'd at your Head! 

Let ug—— 

To ſome Receſs that's fafe and humble. go: 
Timandra can bear any thing with you. 
Let Int'reſt the unfix'd and wav ring ſway 3 
Wi — 
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Alc. . Sure tis not my Timandra's Voice I hear : 
She ne er had cauſe to think that I could fear. 
Have I ſo many Dangers over-paſt, 

Poorly to ſhrink from Villany at laſt ? 

No, with my Innocence PI brave his Hate, 
And meet it in a free undaunted State: 

See all with Smiles, as fearleſs and as gay, 
As Infants unconcern'd at Dangers play. 

Tim. Then I'll perform what to my Love is due; 

Unſteady Doubts be gone, blind Fears adieu: 

I -were unworthy of the Heart you gave, 

Were I than you leſs faithful, or lefs brave. 

And of my Courage too this Proof I'll give, 

When you dare meet at Death, I'll ſcorn to live, 

Nor longer be a Vaſſal to my Fear; 

We'll in each other's Chance a Portion bear. 

So Fate has thus at leaſt ſome Kindneſs ſhown, 

Neither can Wretches be, nor bleſt alone. [ Exeunt? 


SCENE II. Tbe Camp. 


Enter Tiſſaphernes and four Villains. 
777 Is t done dy 
1 Vil Sir, to a Point your Will's fulfill'd ; 
Theramnes' Guards, as they lay drunk, we kill'd : 
Draxilla too, by th' Ambuſh you had laid 
For your Retreat, was on her Flight betray'd. 
Tiſ.: Next, as from me, be there a Meſlage ſent, 
To bid my Son attend me in my Tent; 
In's . paſſage thither you may ſeize him, ſo 
Convey him to a Cave _ 
1 Vil. — My Lord, we go. 
Ti. Ve are the beſt of _— but diſappear : 
[X. 37. 
You know your bus'neſs.. S0; the King i is here. 
Enter King and Queen attended. 
King. Lead to the Grove 
0 27 Ob, Sir, there's Treaſon in the Camp; retreat, 
But now the Guards I in confuſion met, Who 
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Who led me where Theramnes I beheld, 
The late Athenian Captive General, kill'd. 
That little Breath he had left h' employ'd to ſhew 
His Honour, and his Gallantry to you : 
Treaſons ſo ſtrange and horrid did relate, 
As would ſeem almoſt Treaſon to repeat. 
But, Sir, you have no longer Safety here : 
Secure your ſelf, and leave all to my Care. 
King. No more ] you know not what you urge me to: 
Secure my felt! am Ja King, or no? 
That Monarch, who when Danger's near, ſits down, 
Shews but a feeble Title to a Throne. 
The beſt Securities in Courage are ; 
We but ſubſcribe to T reaſons which we fear. 
Be free, and let me the Hold Traitor know, 
To ſtem the Torrent I my ſelf will go: 
In State PII meet the fond capricious Wretch, 
And dare him with that Crown which he would ſnatch. 
Tiſ. Alas, dread Sir, force me not to declare; 
The Name would wound your ſacred Breaſt to hear. 
I in revealing, Honour ſhould offend : 
He once was Noble, Sir, and call'd me Friend. 
King. How, Sir, your Friend! and Traitor to my 
Reveal him, or his Treaſons are your own. [Crown ? 
Ti/. Alas, but muſt I ! — 'tis ſo foul a Deed, 
I cannot ſpeak. 
King. Hell, Sir; d'ye play? Proceed. 
Tiſ. Then to be ſhort, he you ſo lately ſtrove 
T'engage in all the firmeſt tyes of Love, 
He whom you almoſt had from nothing rais'd, 
And on the higheſt Seats of Honour plac'd ; 
Has thence this uſe of all your Favours ſhown, | 
To make 'em ſteps to mount into your Throne. 
King. Defend me! what do I hear! — 
Sir, you have rais'd a Tumult in my Breaſt, 
Which will not be ſo ſuddenly appeas'd ; 
By Heav'ns, ſee all that you inform be true, 
Or may all Torments which to the Damn'd are due, 
Light on me, if inflicted not on you. 
1 The 
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The brave Athenian falſe ! it cannot be: 
His Soul ne'er dreamt of ſuch Impiety. 

Ti/. Sir, yare unkind if yon ſuſpe& me falſe, 
I never yet abus'd your Ears with Tales; 
Had I ſuch Myſtick Policy purſu'd, 
Perhaps I'd now been kindlier underſtood. 

King. Alas, dear Friend, miſconſtrue not my Zell, 
Weigh not my Paſſions in nice Reaſon's Scale. 
Who would believe a King ſhould blindly place 
His Love ſo firmly, for Returns ſo baſe ? 
Wrack me no more, but the dark Scruple clear ; 
My Soul's in a Convulſion till I hear. 

Tif. Yes, Sir, tis he, and thus his Plots were laid. 
Th' account I from the dy ing Captive had; 
Whom he with Liberty had brib'd to join 
With him in this his treacherous Deſign: 
This Night wi'th' Enemy your Camp tinvade, 
On promiſe it-ſhould be by him betray'd. 
Which when the gallant Captive did diſdain, 
He was to Combat dar'd, and by him ſlain. 
If you inſiſt on farther Evidence, 
Theramnes' murder'd: Guards enough convince : 
Hence you may farther Confirmation have. 
King. Be bold; ſpeak what thou knoweſt —— 

. — When to relieve 
{The Captive's Guards, I by Command was ſent, 
found 'em murder'd at the Door o'th* Tent. 

fo on of 'em ſome Life did yet remain, 

ho told me they were by our Gen'ral ſlain, 
Cauſe they Theramnes Freedom had deny'd. 
Mt ore he had ſaid, but at theſe Words he dy'd. 
' King. It was enough, Treaſon, how dark art thou? 
In Shapes more various than e er Proteus knew. 
By Heav'n I'll make him baſe, deſpis'd and poor, 
More wretched than e' er Monſter was before. 
Naked, and ftript of all his Dignities, 
JI lay his odious Crimes before his Eyes: 


Then 
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Then when is Mind his lab'ring with regret, 
To make his Infamy the more complete, 
Some common Slave ſhall on him Juſtice do, 
And ſend his Soul among the damn'd below. 
Guards wait on him— [To Tiſſaphernes. 
Go &'er my Love return, and I repent, 
And ſeize upon the Traitor in his Tent, 
A ſpeedy Vengeance belt befits this Wrong, 
Twere too much Mercy to delay it long. 
Enter Alcibiades and Timandra. 
Alc. This way's the King? | 
Ti/. He's there leapt into the Net. 
Thus, Sir, the King ſalutes you. [Guards ſeize Alc. 
Alc. Slaves, retreat. 
Tim. Alas, my Lord! 
Ti. —Sir, 'tis the Command, | 
The leaſt of em I never durſt withſtand. - 
Alc. But, Sir, what Meaning can this Uſage bear? 
Ti/. The King, Sir, quickly all your Doubts will clear. 
King. Away with him, thou Poiſon to my Eyes. 
Alc. The baſeſt Wretch not unconvicted dies. 
Sir, let me know what tis that I have done, 
Unworthy of my Honour or your Crown. 
If in your Cauſe who'd ſpend his deareſt Blood, 
And is, to be your meaneſt Vaſſal, proud, 
No greater Welfare than in yours does know, 
If he be an Offender, I am ſo. | 
King. How cunningly he would ſeem innocent, 
And gild with Flattery his foul Intent! 
Thus Traitors in their Fall are like the Sun, 
Who ſtill looks faireſt at his going down. 
'Sdeath, Sir, do you believe me Child, or Fool, 
Whom ev'ry fawning Word or Toy can rule? 
By Heav'n L'Il let you fee, Sir, your Mitltake ; 
Hence with the Traitor quickly to the Rack. 
Alc. Sir, hear me ſpeak | 


King. What is't that you can ſay, 
Who would my Crown and your own Truſt betray ? 
= J's When 
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When you from Priſon ſet the Captive free, 
Baſely to win him to your Treachery: 
Whom, when on him your Plots could nothing do, 
You kill'd, *cauſe he more Honour had than you. 
'. By all above, Sir, I am innocent ; 
I ne&'er knew what the Thought of Treaſon meant. 
But know from whence this Jealouſy you drew, 
From him that hates me, and abuſes you : 
Theramnes had his liberty from hence; [To Tiſlaphernes, 


And for Defigns ſo baſe— 

7iſ.—Oh Impudence ! 
To what prodigions height will Treaſon climb ! 
Dare you, Sir, charge me with your heavy Crime? 
Old as I am, my Sword ſhou!d do me right. 
But—— 

Ale. Monſter hence, and them that fear thee fright? 
Think'ſt thou to play with the black Deeds th'aſt done? 
Were I but free, though naked and alone, 

Thou too defended by a deſp'rate Crew, 

And all indeed more near being damn'd than thou; 
This ſingle Arm ſhould prove my Cauſe is good, 
And chronicle my Honour in their Blood. 

King. Is't thus, Sir, you would plead your Innocence? 
Think you toutbrave us with your Impudence ? 

Once more the Traitor to his Tortures bear. 

Aucen. But, Sir, your Juſtice now is too ſevere. 
Twere an ill Triumph after Victories, 

To make the Conqueror the Sacrifice; 
'That Gallantry ſome Privilege may plead. 

King. His Treaſons are too plain, and open laid, 
And all his Merits weigh'd againſt them light. 

Queen. Should we him guilty of worſe Crimes admit, 
And that in's death you'd worghieſt Juſtice ſhew, 
Yet to forgive's the nobler of the two. 

King. When Deidamia pleads, I can't deny : 
His Doom's this time recall'd, he ſhall-not die 8 
But (robb' d of all his Joys) let him be ſent 


To a perpetual Impriſonment; 
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His Treaſures rifl'd, and his Wife a Slave. 
Alc. Here on my Knees let me one Favour crave, 
Whatever Fate you have deſign'd for me, 
It is embrac'd ; but, Sir, let her be free: 
Let all the Weight of the alledg'd Offence : 
Light upon me; wrong not her Innocence. 
Tim. How mean and abject is your Courage now! 
Think you that I dare ſuffer leſs than you? 
No, Sir; in this he has no Right to plead ; 
Whate'er you think either has merited, 
Let equal Juſtice on us both be ſhown ; 
And as we are, fo let our Fates be one. 
Alc. Thou Wonder of thy Sex |!—— 
King. Tl hear no more: 
How dare you tempt an angry Monarch's Pow's ? 
But ſince his Fate fo gratefully you eſteem: 
Let her be Pris'ner too, but far from him. 
He muſt not be ſo happy to have her, 
For Fetters would be Bleſſings were ſhe there. 
Go ſee ye execute our Orders ſtraight. 
Tim. Thus we with Smiles will entertain our Fate. 
My deareſt Lord, farewel ; let not a Sigh 
Or Tear proclaim we grieve, our Parting's nigh. 
Were it to quit our Happineſs a Pain, 
Joy were not then a Bleſſing, but a Chain. 
No, let us part as dying Martyrs do, 
Who leave this Life only to gain a new. 
Grief equally ignoble were as vain, 
Since we at leaſt in Heav'n ſhall meet again. | 
Alc. So from their Oracles the Deities | 
Inſtruct the ignorant World in Myſteries. | 
But, part ! that Word would make a Saint Geſpair: 
Obedience cannot be a Virtue here. 
It ſo, ye Gods, ye have ſuch Precepts giv" n, 
That an Example would confound your Heay'n : 
You Duties beyond your own Omnipotence enjoin; 
Can yon forſake your Heav'n, or I leave mine? 
Till when thus King I'm fix'd beyond remove, 
With all the Cements of an endleis Love. 
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Kill me, thou yet ſhalt of thy Ends deſpair, 
My Soul ſhall wait upon her every where, c 
Nay, I'd not fly to Heav'n till ſhe came there. 

King. Shall I thus ſee my ſelf out-brav'd? away, 
He is a Traitor that but ſeems to ſtay. 

[Alcibiades /natches a Sword from one of the Guards. 
Alc. Now I am arm'd, Death to that Wretch that flirs. 
King. Sir, do you think to look us into fears? 

Diſarm him, Guards, or kill him. [They fight and diſarm 
Ti). Puſh home, ye Dogs Dim. 
Alc.—Sordid Slaves. | 

Thus ev'ry Aſs the helpleſs Lion haves. 


Adieu, divineſt of thy Sex, adieu! 


I never thought that I could part till now. 
Now I deſerve the worſt Fate has in ſtore, 
That in ſo brave a Cauſe ſhould do no more. | 
- [The Guards offer to lead him off. 
Yet ſtay, one Look. Thus does the Needle ſteer 
To his lov'd North, and fain would come more near: 
When in the eager Proſpect of his Joy, 
He is by ſome rude Artiſt ſnatch'd away. 
Farewel—— 
Tim. Farewel, and if your Memory 
E'er trouble you with ſuch a thing as I, 
Let not a Sigh come from you, but believe 
I'd rather be forgot, than you ſhould grieve. 
Alc. Such Worth ſhall in each Temple have a Shrine; 
What, to regain her, would I not reſign ? 
But ſhe's too Heav'nly to be longer mine. 
[ Exe. ſeveral ways guarded, and looking back at eachother. 
King. She's gone, but oh what mighty Charms there lie 
Couch'd in the narrow Circle of an Eye! 
Had ſhe but ſtay'd another Minute here, 
I had worn Chains, and been her Priſoner: | 
And ſtill I fear my Heart is not my own; | 
For if ſo bright when to a Dungeon gone, { | 
How would ſhe ſhine triumphant on a Th hrone? [ Exit. 
Queen. So, now or never muſt my Love ſucceed ; 


Vainly, weak King, haſt thou his doom decreed. 
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Farewel. 
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In this beginning of his Fall chou'ſt ſhown - 
But the imperfect P. 1gure of thy own. 
Few Hours remain 'twixt thee and Deſtiny, 
Till when grow dull in thy Security, 
Timanira's and thy Death is one Deſign ; ; 
Then it. a Crown can tempt him, he js mine. [ Exit. 
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Tiſſaphernes lus. 
Tif. - OW like a Lion on my Prey I'll ſeaſt: 
Revenge thou ſolace to a troubled Breaſt, 
Could but Theramnes in E Hum know, 
How would his Ghoſt rejoice at what I do! 
| [ Theramnes's Ghoft rifes. 


Ghoſt. Oh no 
77% Death, what is that J hear and ſee? 
Begone, dull Ghoſt ; if thou art damn'd, what's that to me? 
Ghoſt. From deepeſt Horror of eternal Night, 
Where Souls in everlaſting Torments groan, 
Where howling Fiends lie chain'd, and where's no Light, 
But thickeſt Darkneſs covers ev'ry one, 
I come to warn thee, Mortal, of thy Sin; 
Short time is here left for thee to remain : 
"T were fit-that thy Repentance ſoon begin, 
For think what tis to live in endleſs Pain. 


* © [Deſeends.. 
Tif. —"T'was an odd Speech; but be it ſo; 

Piſh; Hell it ſelf trembles at what I do ; 

And its Submiſſon better to expreſs, 

Sends this Ambaſſador to make its Peace. 

Let idle Fears the Superſtitious awe ; 

With me my Reſolution 1s a Law, 


C4 Repen- 


0 ALCIBIADES. 


Repentance now would be too late begun : 
Ages can't expiate what I have done. 
And it below for Souls ſuch Torments are, 
Methinks there's yet ſome Brav'ry in Deſpair. 
The eaſy King looks little in his State, 
His Crown is for his Head too great a Weight: 
But I will eaſe him, and adorn-this Brow; 
Thus to my Aims no Limits I'll allow. 
Revenge, Ambition, all that's ill, ſhall be 
My Bus'neſs; fo Fll baffle Deſtiny. 
Hell! No, h 
Fll act ſuch Things whilſt here I have Abode, 
Till my own Trophies raiſe me to a God. 
Enter Queen. 
Queen. Now ſuch an Engine is it I would have, 
I know he is a Traitor, and is brave. | 
I'll bait him with Ambition that may move; 
Then if complacent to my Ends he prove, 
In ſeeming to comply with his Deſign, 
I'll make him but an Inſtrument to mine; 
For when Succeſs me to my Wiſhes calls, 
I'll ſhake him off, and then unpropt he falls. 
My Lord! 
770. Madam. 
Quten. My Father lov'd you well, 
I've heard him oft of your Atchievements tell; 
When in his Camp ſuch gallant Deeds you wrought, 
And always Victory and Triumph brought. 
Tiſ. Madam, your Father was all good and juſt. 
2ycen, He could, why may not I, your Honour trult ? 
- Tif. You wrong it elſe, your Father lives in you 
As I was his, I am your Champion too. 
Though old, againſt your Foes this Sword ſhall plead 
Your Right; name but your Traitor, and he's dead. 
Qucen. Nay, Sir, the Traitor's not alone my Foe, 
His Injuries extended are to you, 
To you to whom he owes all he enjoys, 
Vet baſely him that gave him growth deſtroys; 


Whilſt 
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Whilſt for his Ills he would his Kindneſs plead, 
To heap your Honours on your Rival's Head. 
Rally your Courage up, if you are brave, 
An@at once mine, and your own Honour fave. 
Ti}. Your Majeſty would mean the King. Dye try 
My Reſolution, or my Loyalty ? 
Queen. Your Courage, Sir, is known; your Loyalty, 
If you have any, you'll find due to me. 
Through me theſe Honours you in Sparta bore, 
And 'twas my Father made you great before. 
Now know it is the King, whoſe perjur'd Soul 
Has done me Injuries ſo baſe and foul, 
That all that's good will bluſh at ; his Vows paſt 
To me, all in another's Love are loſt. 
Nay, with my Honour too my Life muſt bleed ; 
He, with the Gen'ral's has my Fall decreed, 
To take the fair Timandra to his Bed. - 
Let's go ſurprize him now he's full of Wine: 
Revenge me on his Life, his Crown is thine, 
Tiſs Madam, indeed the Injuries you feel 
Cry loud; nor do I tamely ſee my IIl. 
But you mult ſwear to me you will be true. 
Queen. By all that's holy I'll be ſo to you. 
77 ;/. I'll do't; but, Madam, know, I undertake 
To hazard Life and Honour for your ſake; 
Should you betray me: — 
Queer. Nay, now you are ankinder than before. 
To my firſt Oath I'll add a Million more. 
Tif. And you will fill be mindful of the Crown ? 
Queen. Had he ten thoutand, they were all your own. 
Ti iſ. This then's his Fate; pity a Crime were here: 
He ſhan't have time enough to make a Prayer, 
[ Draws a Dagger. 
Queen. Be bold; and proſper in thy brave Deſign ; 
And when his Death's perform'd, the next is thine, 
[ Aide. Exit. 
Tif. This Trap was dang roufly and ſubtly laid, 
But I am not ſo cafily betray'd. 
C5 Her 
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Her Love to Alcibiades I know; | 21 

Her Woman for me did that Kindneſs do. 

And ſince ſhe is ſo good at the Deſign, 

P11 to oblige her give her one of mine. 

My zealous urging of her Oath was done, 

Not to prevent her Plots, but hide my own. 4 

P1! cheriſh her in all that ſhe pretends, 

So make her Aims but Covers to my Ends. 

For when I'm ſeated on the Spartan Throne, 

Both her and all her Treaſons I'll diſown: 

Prove both her Judge and her Accuſer toe, 

And on her my firſt Act of Juſtice do. 

So all my Doubts and Fears will be o'erpaſt, 

And by her Fall I fix myſelf more faſt. [ Exit. 

An Apartment, with a Chair of State, and by it a Table, 
with the Crown and Sceptre. 


Enter King and Lords. | 
King. My Lords, no more, we'ave drank too deep! I'd 
A while be private. (now 
Lordi. Royal Sir, we go. [Ex. Lords. 


King. Boy take thy Lute, and with a pleaſing Air, 
Appeaſe my Sorrows, and delude my Care. [Sts deaun. 


SONG. 


Princes that rule, and Empires ſway, 
How tranſitory is their State! 
Sorrows their Glories do allay, 
And richeſt Crowns have greateſt Weight. 


; II. 
The mighty Monarch Treaſon fears, 
Ambitious Thoughts within him rave; 
His Life all Diſcontent and Cares, 
And he at beſt is but a Slave. 
= 
Vainly wwe think with fond Delight 
To eaſe the Burden of our Cares ! 
Each Grief a ſecond does invite, 
And Sorrows are each other's Heirs, 


IV. 
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For me, my Honour Dll maintain, 
Be Gallant, Generous and Brave; 
And when I Quietude would gain, 
At leaſt Lind it in the Grave. The King falls aſleep · 


Enter Queen and Tiſſaphernes with a Dagger. 
Queen. He ww now let the fatal Deed be done. 
Hah ! what are theſe, the Sceptre and the Crown ! 
So did the drouſy Dragon ſleep, when he 
Loft the rich Fruits of the Heſperian Tree. 
Firſt we'll ſecure his Crown, and then he dies. 
[Takes up the Crown, 
Thus I'm diſcharg'd of all my Promiſes. 
Take this, and if I claim your Promiſe too, 
[Puts it on his Head. 
Yare King, and Juſtice is your Duty now. 
Come, by his Fall 
This your firſt Step to Glory ſolemnize, 
I'll make you King, make him my Sacrifice. 
Tif. PI do't, but Ray— [ Advances towards the King. 
Aueen.—Nay, quickly to him go; 
Sir, he expects no Ceremony now. 
Tiſ. Thus then I—hah ! how alter'd am I * 
I tand amaz'd, and dare not venture on. 
There is in Majcſty a ſecret Chamn, 
That puts a Fetter on a Traitor's Arm: 
cannot do't 
Auen. Then look on her that dares. 
How deſpicable is the Man that fears ! 
Give me the fatal Inſtrument of Death ; 
[Takes his Dagger from him. 
Myſelf will in his Heart this Dagger ſheath. 
Then bluſh to think, if e'er the World ſhould know, 
That a frail Woman durſt do more than you. 
Courage—he ſmiles, = [Advances towards the King. 
Some pleaſing Dreams his Fancy entertain; 
On it were Pity he ſhould wake again. 


Thus, 


2 | = 
* 
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Thus, King, thy Life and Empire I command: 

Accept this from thy Deidamia's Hand. [Stabs him. 
King. Hah, murder'd! Deidamia, and by you! 

What is't that faithleſs Woman will not do! 

Henceforth all Loyalty and Love farewell. 

When After-ages ſhall this Story tel], 

"Twill be a Truth too ſad to be receiv'd ; 

Nor ſhall the World be by it ſelf believ'd. 

Did I for this ev'n Crown and Empire quit, 


To lay all my Ambition at your Feet; 


When at the Altar ſtricteſt Vows ] paid? | 
Nor were they with leſs Zeal perform'd than made. 
J lov'd you far above that Life y'ave ſpilt, 

Till ev'n my Paſſion was become my Guilt. 

for your ſake depriv'd Heav'n of its due, 

Took Adoration thence to pay it you. 

And muſt this be th' Reward for all I've done? 

Yet I ſhall have this Comfort when I'm gone, 

That Ino longer ſhall with you remain, 


But die in hopes we ne'er ſhall meet again. [ Dies. 


Queen. He's gone, and now my Lord —— 

Tif. Oh, what is't you have done? 
A while lay your unruly Paſſions down, 
View but the ſweet Compoſure of that Face, 
Where Grandeur fat attended by each Grace : 
Now there grim Death his ghaſtly Revels keeps, 
And pallid Horror o'er each Feature creeps, : 
Weep, Madam, weep, to think your Rage has given 
That Blow, which robs the World to enrich Heav'n. 
Oh my dear Lord, that e'er I liv'd to know 


This Day! Madam, I can't conceal it. 


Queen. Say you ſo? 
But, Sir, I ſcorn to be betray'd by you. 
[_4t the noiſe of People ent ring, throws away the Dagger, 
then falls upon her Knees, and lays hold Tiſſapher- 
nes; then ſptaks. 
Treaſon, Treaſon, Treaſon, Sc 
lot rot enough you've ſhed my Huſband's Blood? 


Tif- 
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Ti/. The Devil! [good. 
Queen. And robb'd the World of all chat s great and 
But you muſt ſeek my Life? Oh Pity take, 
If not for mine, at leaſt for Virtue's lake! 
T1/. Hell and Plagues ! 
Queen. But why do I name that? for all that e'er 
The World had left of it, lies murder'd there. 
Tiſ. Very fine. + [mine. 
Auen. Yet though you've robb'd him of his Life, ſave 
PII live to aſk Heav'n pardon for your Sin. 
Tiſ. So, now I'll ſtop your Mouth. 
[ Breaks from her, and takes up the Dagger. 
©ucen, Help! Murder! Treaſon ! help! 
Enter Lords. 
1 Lord. How, Tiſaphernes arm'd againſt the Queen ! 
What means this Poſture, Sir ?—— 
Queen, mw Oh noble Lord 
If e'er your Pity cou'd a Tear afford, 
Weep down an Ocean there ; behold the Spring 
Of Sparta's Hopes lies murder'd in her King. 
And had not I the Traitor's Rage withſtood, 
He with my Huſband's too had mixt my Blood. 
See where he guilty ſtands. 
Lord. Great A;is ſlain! 
By T:Japhernes too ! 
Queen. Ves, he to gain 
The Sartan Crown, this bloody Deed has done, 
See he already has uſurp'd the Crown ; 
His hot Ambition could not bear Delays, 
But on the Royal Spoils thus proudly preys ; 
Inſult in's Treaſon. 
77% [ am now run down 
So far, that all hopes of Recovery's gone. 
But, Madam, can you dare to lay this Guilt 
_ me? was't not by you his Blood was ſpilt? 
2cen. By me, baſe Wretch, would thy Impiety 
= this inhuman Regicide on me? 
I wound this Breaſt? ah, deareſt Saint, too well 
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I knew thy Worth ! 7 
77/ Death ! ſhe'll be Queen of Hell; N 
Pluto will grow in love with her for this. 
Lord. My Lord, Treaſon's above all Pardon. 
Tif. — Tis. 
Lord. Then, Sir, to juſtice. 
77% No, thus I deny. [ Preſents his Dagger. 
I liv'd not by it, nor will by it die. 
Was it for this my Stratagems I laid 
To ruin her, to be by her betray'd ? 
Curſe on my narrow Fate: but yet to ſhew 
'That I love Murder too as well as you, 
Thus, perjur'd Queen 
[Offers to tab the Queen, but is hinder'd by the Lordi. 
Queen. See, how he'd ſtill purſue 
His Treaſon ! henceto Juſtice with him go. 
Hourly let on the Rack his Pains increaſe, 
Till he the horror of his Guilt confeſs. | 
Tif. That ſhall not need. I'll own the Deed as mine, 
But glory in't, it was a brave Deſign. 
The King killd ! and I ruin'd ! to compleat 
Thy Luft, all by one Stratagem, was great! 
So great, that for its ſake 
I can with Satisfaction yield my Breath, 
Elſe I ſhould take no pleaſure in my Death. 
But cer I go, be pleas'd to entertain 
The laſt kind Precepts of a dying Man. 
Be bloody, falſe, revengeful, luſtful, all 
That can be found recorded on Hell's Roll 
Embrace; where-e'er you riſing Virtue ſee, 
Down with it, and ſet up Impiety. 
Make that your Theme, leave nothing ill undone, 
So copy Tifſaphernes when he's gone; 
Who leaves this Counſel as a Legacy: 
is my Religion and I'll in it die. [Exit Tiſ. guarded. 
Queen. Hence with the Wretch 
Mean while to my dead Lord III Sorrows pay, 
And after his ſigh my own Life away. 
So, now they are gone——Hah, who comes there? 
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Enter Ardella. 
Ard. Tis J. 
Dueen. Ardella, on that thing caſt back an Eye; 
"Twas once a King, but thank theſe Hands now none: 


Nay ſtart not, Tiſaphernes too is gone; [Ardella farts. 
His Treaſures all are thine as a Reward. 


Ard. You are too kind . 

Queen. See ſtraight a Draught prepar'd, 
And Murderers ; Timandra next muſt fall; 
You know our Will, let it be done. 


Ard. It ſhall. | [Exeunt ſeverally, 


SCENE, A darten'd Tnt. 


Timandra erg upon a Couch, a Spirit comes and ſings. 
Mer. Come, my Salla, come away, 
Thy Merli calls. | 
Sal. [I within.] Whither ? 
Mer. Hither !. aue ue no Buſineſs to-day, 
And where Innocence fleeps, we ſecurely may play. 
Sal. I come. | [Enters. 
Mer. So, welcome my Dear, 
But firſt let's diſperſe the black Claudi that are here. 
Both. Round about this Place wwe range, 
And its gloomy Darkneſs change. 
To a Bright delightful Grove, 
A proper Scene for happy Love. 


The SCENE changes to Chum. 

Mer. Next, to divert this Fair-One, all 

Our wing'd Companions we'll call. 
And the Air for Mufick charm, 
Whilft they their Meaſures here perform. 

Both. Come all jou bright Forms that inhabit the Air, 
And eaſe with your Pleaſures the Cares of the Fair: 
Here frolict and ſkip, Oh no longer delay! 

But let each clap his Wings, and away. 
Several Spirits of the Air deſcend, and dance. 


a Salla. 


- 
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Salla. Now let us diſeover the Wanſions of Ref, 
Where Lovers with eternal Joys are bleſs. 
[A glorious _— dppears in the Air, where the 
'* Spirits of the Happy are ſeated.” 
See Fair-One, fee, not long e er you 
To thoſe glorious Seats all go. 
Another Spir. The luffful Queen thirfts for your Bloog, 
And you are for this World too good. © 
Mer. Nor ſhall you come alone, your Lower tog 
| Muſt meet a Fate the ſame with jou. 
Salla. But here your Troubles all all ceaſe; 
"Tis the Seat of. endleſs Bliſs. - 
Cho. Here in endleſs Pleaſures they 
Keep eternal Holiday. 
Here they revel, ſport, and are 
Crown'd with Toys ſtill new and rare ; 
Their Pleaſures too can never dic, 
But like thenſelves have Immortality. 
Mer; See the kind Spirits-ſmile,, and now 
They'll Bleſs her with a nearer View. 
{The whole Body of. the Temple moves downward. 
Cho. Deſcend, oh ye Glaries, deſcend ! 
Who with Bleſiugs eternal are crown'd; 
. To this Nymph your kind Influence lend, 
Whilſt all the Spheres with Harmony reſound. 
Mer. She wakes; let the Apparition go; 
By th damp upon my Wings I Ku 
Something ill is drawing near | 
Come Salla, come axvay; -Oh come array, my Dear. 
They all vaniſh, and the Scene changes again to the Tent. 
Tim. I've had a Dream might have a Lover bleſt; 
Oh th? ſweet Delights of everlaſting Reſt! 
* ¶Aueen appears at the Entrance. 
' How's thi: ! the Queen? what can her coming mean? 
Aen. Ardella with the Rufhans here remain; 
il in, and with {ot words her Temper try; 
If without him, ſhe'll live, the ſhall not die. 
Madam [To Timandra. 
Tim, 
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Tim, — Your Pleaſure ! 

Queen. Oft I've heard y*are brave; 

But the beſt Proof of Gallantry you gave, 
When of your noble Lord you were bereft, 
And ſuch a Bliſs with ſo rare Patience left. 

Tim, Madam, our Flames a nobler Paſſion rules 
Than Fondneſs, th'idle Guilt of wav'ring Fools; 
Our Loves knew a far higher Excellence, 

Than the half Pleaſures of a Minute's ſenſe. 
Auen. Then you may love, ſince you can with him part 
He has made a Conqueſt o'er my tender Heart. 
Love governs here; and ſince my Husband's dead, 
Fate and my choiceſt Wiſhes have decreed, 
He ſhould both in his Love and Throne ſucceed. 

Tim. Do you believe Empires or Crowns can make 

Him his Timandra and his Faith forſake ? 
Or think you I an Atom will reſign 

Of that Heart, which by holy Vows is mine ? 
No, I will keep him, maugre Cruelty. 

Auen. But, Madam, do you know what 'tis to Lic? 

Tim. Ves, tis to lay theſe Clogs our Bodies by, 
And be remov'd to bleſt Eternity. 

By Death Relief from all our Griefs we gain, 
And by one put an end to Vears of Pain; 

By that we in one Minute find out more, 
Than all the buſy Gown-men ſtudy for; 
Who after in dull ſearch they've Ages ſpent, 
Learn nothing but to know they're ignorant. 
Death is a Bleſſing, and a thing ſo far 
Above that worſt of a l our Frailties, Fear, 
It claims our Joy; ſince by it we put on 

The Top of Happineſs, Perfection. 

Quit him! no, never whilſt I here have breath; 
He's mine in ſpite of Cruelty or Death. © © 

Queen. Then enter ye grim Miniſters of Fate. 
: Enter Murderers with Poiſon, 

Does not your ſtubborg Courage now abate ? 


Tim. 
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- Tim. No, my Reſolves more fixt and firm are grown! 
Bring dreadful'ſt Racks and Tortures yet unknown, 
Provide one for each Senſe, and then do thou 
Tempt me my Love and [Intereſt to forego ; ; c 
Midſt of my Pains I'll ſmile, and tell thee No. 
Queen. But Minion, ſoon your Inſolence ſhall ceaſe. 
Come, ſince ſuch Reſolution you expreſs, 
Take this; demur not; do't--[Gives her a Bowl of Poiſon. 
Tim. And is this all ? 
I thought thave had a more heroick Fall, 
Expected to have nobleſt Tortures met, 
Not by dull Poiſon to have found my Fate; 
But any way I can thy Pow'r dety ; 
Tis for my Alcibiades I die. [ Offers to drink, 
. Dueen. Yet yield, and live ——— 
Tim. — Live ! what have I to do 
With Life, when giv'n by one ſo baſe as you? 
Thus I deſpiſe it —— [ Drinks. 
Ryeen. What diſmal Tortures ſtraight will on her ſeize! 
80.! *twas a Health to Alcibiades. 
[ After Pimandra- has drank the Poiſons 
Tim. Now bluſh at what thy impious Rage has done; 
My Alcibiades is ſtill my own: 
And if thou him embrace when I am gone, | 
Each Night thy Bed I'll haunt, and challenge there 
Thoſe Joys of which thou, haſt bereft me here. 
Anxious ſhall be each Day, diſturb'd each Night, 
A reſtleſs Shade Þ1L fill be in thy Sight; | 
And thee i'th* height of all thy Pleaſures fright. c 
_ Heav'n, what do I feel! 
Queen. Oh, does the Draught ſucceed ! 
Ard. Madam, great Alcibiades is freed, 
And juſt is entering — 
Queen. Straight, with ſtricteſt Care 
Convey her in, and wait my Pleaſure there. 
[ The Murderers lead in Timandra, 
Sweet Murder! oh, no Phyſick. is ſo good 
For th' hopeleſs Lover as a Bath of Blood; 
But here he comes Enter 


we” 


ALCIBIAPDP ESV. 67 


Enter Alcibiades. W 
Io to my Griefs again. [Pils, 

Alc. It makes me wonder kow I Freedom gain | 
All things confus'd and in diſorder are. | 
How's this, in mourning Weeds? unveil, my Fair, , 
Hah, not Timandra / | [Queen unveils, 

Queen. — No, Sir, though 'tis one 


That loves as nobly as Timandra can, 
Or could, did ſhe yet live ; but ſhe is dead. 
Ac. How, dead! 
Qucen, Yes; Tiſſaphernes that black Deed did do, 
Prompted by his ignoble Hate to you. 
But you will wonder more, when 1 ſhall tell, 
That by his Hand the mighty Ait fell. 
The King is ſlain, both I and Sparta now 
Have no hopes left but what remains in you. 
Alc. In me! alas! I am a Wretch too 
Timandra dead! curſt ever be the Hour 
Wherein ſo fair an Innocence was loſt. 
Heav'n juſtly now may of its Glories boaſt; 
For the moſt bright, and precious Saint that e' er 
The World enjoy d, is fled, and ſeated there. | 
Queen. Why do you let your Griefs diſtract your Mare: 
Call up your Reaſon, and let Paſſion cool. 
See here a Queen, that courts you with the Charms 
Of Love, a Crown and Empire, to her Arms,. 
No longer for Timandra Sorrow wear; 
I will ſupply all you have loſt in her: 
I'll love you as ſhe did. | 
Alc. — Oh, Madam, no; 
To love like her's a Taſk too hard for you; 
Love me as ſhe did ? why each Thought ſhe had 
Of me, was ſuch, might make an Angel glad: 
For Crowns, though Emperor of the World I were, 
I'd turn a Beggar to recover her. 
- Oh, Madam, tempt no further; all's but vain; 
I ne'er can have a Thought of Love again. 
Queen, Never! 
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| Alc. No, never 
Queen. Can you then ſo ſoon 
Forget your Promiſe ? or will you diſown 
That e' er, if you 7T:mandra ſhould ſurvive, 
You vow'd you only for my ſake would live? 
You ſee how Heav'n has decreed 
Alc. ——Alas! 
I then the Bleſſing knew, but not the ** ; 
Beſides I now muſt die 
Queen. How, Sir, ist thus my profer'd Love you priae? 
Ac. I do not hate you; may not that ſufhce ? 
Queen. Ungrateful, no! but T reward thy Pride. 
Draw back: 
De Scene drawn, Aiſcoveri Timandra on a Ceuch, in 
the midft of hor Pains. | 
Go Dotard in, enjoy thy Bride, 
And know, by me thy lov'd Timandra 8 
Ves cruel Man, by me | 
Tim. —- No, Queen, ſhe lives, a 1. 1 t 
And ſtill to all thy Rage Defiance gives. 
Do I behold my deareſt Lord ſo nigh !{ Spies Alcibiades, 
Shall I again fee him before I die! 
Alc. Beſt Hopes and Comfort of my Life I'm here. 
How fares my Love 
Tm. O, come not, come not near: 
My Bload's all Fire, Inſection's in each Vein, of 


And Tyrant Death in ev'ry Part does reign ; 
And I for you could ſuffer mueh more Pain. 
Ale. Kind Heav'n! let all her Pangs upon me fall 
And add ten thouſand more I'll bear 'em all, 
Do but reſtore her back. Oh curſed Queen ! 
What Devil arm'd the2 to ſo damn'd a Sin? 
Cou'dit thou be guilty of ſo ſoul a Deed ? 
Qacen. Ves, I did do't; by me the King too bled, 
Unworthy Wretch ! and all for love of you; 
But had I por, I now would kill thee too. 
Ac. Oh do't, I'Il blot out all thowaſt done before, 


And never call thee baſe, nor cruel more. 2 
62% Here 


| 


AL CIBIA DES. 69 
Here is my Breaſt, ſoon the kind Work begin, 4 
Advance thy Poniard, fend it boldly in. | 
Queen. No, thou ſhalt live for harder Deſtiny, 
But fjrſt ſhall ſee thy dear Timanara die. | 
Alc. Oh Miſery beyond the Damn'd beneath ! 
Muſt I not happy be in Life nor Death ? 
Tim. Alas ! ceaſe your unneceſſary Moan ; 
I find my Torments quickly will be gone. 
Though I could wiſh they might to Years renew, 
So I might ſtill be bleſt with ſeeing you. | 
Now the black. Storms of Fate are all blown 0 er, | 
And we ſhall meet, and ne'er be parted more. 
But oh farewel * 
Alc. ——My dear Timandra ſtay ! | 
Ah precious Soul, fly not ſo ſoon away? 
But one Look more ; will Death have no Remorſe? | 
See, 'tis thy Alcibiades implores. | 
But oh ſhe's gone! ſeize there that Murd're 
Queen. — No: —— 
Seize me ! *tis more than all y your Camp can do: 
Whoeer comes, here's my Guard ; alas mean Fool, 
[Preſents her Dagger. 
My Fate's a thing too great for thee to rule; 
There lies your Conſtancy. | [ Pointing to Timandra. 
[ Alcibiades flees to the Breen, and ſnatches.the Dagger 
from her. 
Alc. Infernal Hag ! 
Whoſe ev'ry Breath infects, each Look's a Plague! 
Could- not thy Fury on my Boſom reſt, | 
But thou mult wreak thy Vengeance on this Breaſt ? 
To murder her !—curſe on me that I ftand 
Thus idle; now thy Heart: 
[Preſents the Dagger to ber Brea 
But oh 'twould brand 
My Trophies with eternal Infamy, 
If by my Hand ſo baſe a thing ſhould die: 
Her IIls ſo many, and fo odious are, 
They would diſgrace an Executioner. 


Vet 
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Yet I'd do ſomething ; oh I have't, I'll tear [Ravinghy 
Her piece-meal :—but 7imandra's gone too far: ¶ Milaly. 
Yonder ſhe mounts ! triumphant Spirit ſtay ; 
See where the Angels bear her Soul away ! 
Now all the Gods will grow in love with her: 
And I ſhall meet freſh Troops of Rivals there. 
But thus I'll haſte and follow=——— [Stabs himſelf. 
Devil, there — [Throws the Dagger to the * 
Die, if thou haſt Courage enough to dare. 
But oh! 
A heavy Faintneſs does each Senſe ſurprize : 
Yet &er I cloſe up theſe unhappy Eyes, 
Hear the laſt duteous Sorrows they ſhall pay, 
And at this Obje& melt in Tears away. 
Bleſt Centre of my Hopes, in whom I plac'd 
Too choice, too pure a Happineſs to laſt. 
I any Loſs leſs than thy Death had grieved ; | 
How well could I have died, ſo thou hadſt liv'd! 
Damn'd Fiend ! [To the Queen, 
But oh why do] rave at her, 
That have ſo little time to tarry here? 
One parting Kiſs, and then in Peace I'll die: 
[Kites Timandra. 
Now, farewell World; welcome Eternity. 
Enter Patroclus, Lords and Guards. 
Pat. Horror of horrors ! this was a diſmal Chance ; 
Alas, my Friend ! 
Alc. —— Thy uſeleſs Grief refrain; 
Farewel ; we ſhall hereafter meet again. [Dies. 
Pat. Guards, ſeize the Queen — ä 
Queen. — Seize me, rude Slaves! forbear. 
Pat. You ſhall in ſhort your Accuſation hear. 
To kill the King my Father firſt you made 
Your Property ; then baſely him betray'd. 
Your Woman all confeſt, and by the Guard 
Is now ſecur'd to a more juſt Reward. 
And (though too late) this black Defign I knew : 
Yet all your Stratagems are uſeleſs now. 


Hence 


ALCIBIADES. 7”t 


Hence with the Murd'reſs to Juſtice. 
Queen. Hah! 1 
Think you that I will die by formal Law? ?20ß2 KD 


No, when I'm dead be thus my Fame ſupply'd; * 
She liv'd a Murd'reſs, and Murd'reſs dy'd. 


[ Stabs her a 


Juſtice would but my Happineſs retard; 
Thus I deſcend below to a Reward. 
I ſhall be Queen of Fate: The Furies there 
For me a glorious Crown of Snakes prepare. 
J long to be in State; my Lords farewel : 
Now noble Charon? hoilt up Sail for Hell. [Dies, 
Lord. Her Soul is fled 
Pat. — With her for ever die 
Her Treaſons, and her odious Memory. 
But whither is the fair Draxilla gone? FE 
Lord. Diſtracted at the Miſchiefs that are done, 
She's fled ; but whither is to all unknown. 
Pat. Quickly let after her be made Purſuit ; 
FIl ranſack all the World to find her out. 
Propitious Heav'n to her will ſure be kind, 
Enter Lord. 
2 Lord. My Lord, we in our Votes have all combin'd 
To make you King ; the Camp with ſhouts and cries 
Of Joy, ſend their loud Wiſhes to the Skies. 
[Shout within, Long live Patroclus King of Sparta, 
Pat. Go bid 'em their unwelcome Noiſe forbear : 
Turn all their Shouts to Sighs of Sorrow here. 
{Turns to the Bodies. 
Tware gone; and with em all I wiſh'd to keep. 
Now I could almoſt turn a Boy, and weep. 
My Friend! my Miſtreſs! and my Father loſt ! 
Never were growing Hopes more ſadly croſt. 
Now Fortune has her utmoſt Malice ſhown : 
She'd court me with the Flatt'ry of a Crown : 
A thing ſo far beneath thoſe Joys I mis, 
Tis but the Shadow of a Happineſs. 
For how uneaſily on Thrones they ſit, 


That muſt like me, be wretched to be great. 
1 | [ Exeunt omnes 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. Mary Lee. 


"Tis true, the Varlets care not much to fight ; 
But faith, they claw it off, whenter they aurite; 
Are Bully- Rocks not of the common Size ; 
Kill ye Men faſter than Domitian Flies. 
Ours made ſuch Hawock, that the filly Rogue 
Was ford to make me riſe for th' Epilogue. 
The Fop damn'd me, but cer to Hell J go, 
DP very fain be ſatiifi'd, if you 
Think it not juſt that he were ſerv'd ſo too. 
As he hath yours, do you his Hopes beguile : 
You've been in Purgatory all this while. 
Then damn him down to Hell, and never ſpare; 
Perhaps hell find more favour there than here: 
Nay, of the two may chooſe the much le Evil; 
If you're but good when pleas d, &en fo's the Devil. 


OW who ſays Poets don't in Blood delight? 


